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AN 

INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 

III. 

He sat there a good while : there was a great 
deal of talk ; it was all very friendly and 
lively and jolly. Every one present, sooner 
or later, said something to him, and seemed 
to make a particular point of addressing him 
by name. Two or three other persons came 
in, and there was a shifting of seats and 
changing of places; the gentlemen all 
entered into intimate conversation with the 
two Englishmen, made them urgent offers of 
hospitality and hoped they might frequently 
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be of service to them. They were afraid 
Lord Lambeth and Mr. Beaumont were not 
very comfortable at their hotel — that it was 
not, as one of them said, "so private as those 
dear little English inns of yours." This last 
gentleman went on to say that unfortunately, 
as yet, perhaps, privacy was not quite so 
easily obtained in America as might be 
desired ; still, he continued, you could gener- 
ally get it by paying for it ; in fact you 
could get everything in America nowadays 
by paying for it. American life was cer- 
tainly growing a great deal more private ; it 
was growing very much like England. 
Everything at Newport, for instance, was 
thoroughly private; Lord Lambeth would 
probably be struck with that. It was also 
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represented to the strangers that it mattered 
very little whether their hotel was agreeable, 
as every one would want them to make visits ; 
they would stay with other people, and, in 
any case, they would be a great deal at Mrs. 
Westgate's. They would find that very 
charming; it was the pleasantest house in 
Newport. It was a pity Mr. Westgate was 
always away ; he was a man of the highest 
ability — very acute, very acute. He worked 
like a horse and he left his wife — ^well, to do 
about as she liked. He liked her to enjoy 
herself, ind she seemed to know how. 
She was extremely brilliant, and a splendid 
talker. Some people preferred her sister ; 
but Miss Alden was very different; she 
was in a different style altogether. Some 
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people even thought her. prettier, -and,, cer- 
tainly, she was not so . sharp. She .was more 
in the Boston style ; she" had lived a great 
deal in Boston and she was very highly 
educated. Boston girls, it was intimated, 
were more like English young ladies.. 

Lord Lambeth had presently a; chance to 
test the truth of. this proposition ; for on the 
company rising in compliance with a . sug- 
gestion from their hostess that they should 
walk down to the rocks and look at the sea, 
the young Englishman again found himself, 
as they strolled across the grass, in proximity 
to Mrs. Westgate's sister. Though she was 
but a girl of twenty, she appeared to feel the 
obligation to exert an active hospitality ; and 
this was perhaps the more to be noticed as 
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she seemed by nature a reserved and retiring 
person, and had little of her sister's 
fraternising quality. She was perhaps rather 
too thin, and she was a little pale; but as 
she moved slowly over the grass, with her 
arms hanging at her sides, looking gravely 
for a moment at the sea and then brightly,, 
for all her gravity, at hini, Lord Lambeth 
thought her at least as pretty as Mrs.*. 
Westgate, and reflected that if this was the, 
Boston style the Boston style was very 
charming. He thought she looked very- 
clever ; he . could imagine that she was 
highly educated; but at the same time she 
seemed gentle and graceful. For all her 
cleverness, however, he felt that she had to 
think a little what to say ; she didn't say the 
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first thing that came into her head ; he had 
come from a different part of the world 
and from a different society, and she was 
trying to adapt her conversation. The 
others were scattering themselves near the 
rocks ; Mrs. Westgate had charge of Percy 

Beaumont. 

*^Very jolly place, isn't it?" said Lord 
Lambeth. " It's a very jolly place to 
sit." 

"Very charming," said the young girl; 
*^ I often sit here ; there are all kinds of cosy 
corners — as if they had been made on 
purpose." 

^^ Ah ! I suppose you have had some of 
them made," said the young man. 

Miss Alden looked at him a moment. 
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^* Oh no, we have had nothing made. It's 
pure nature." 

"I should think you would have a few 
little benches — rustic seats and that sort of 
thing. It might be so jolly to sit here, you 
know," Lord Lambeth went on. 

" I am afraid we haven't so many of 
those things as you," said the young girl, 
thoughtfully. 

"I daresay you go in for pure nature as 
you were saying. Nature, over here, must 
be so grand, you know." And Lord Lam- 
beth looked about him. 

The little coast-line hereabouts was very 
pretty, but it was not at all grand ; and Miss 
Alden appeared to rise to a perception of this 
fact. " I am afraid it seems to you very 
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rough,** she said. ^ It*s not like the coast 
sccneiy in Kingslcy's norcb." 

*^ Ah, the novels always overdo i^ you 
know,** Lord Lambedi rejoined. ^You 
must jiot go by the novels.** 

They were wandering about a little on the 
rocks, and they stopped and looked down 
into a narrow chaism where the rising tide 
made a curious beUowing sound. It was 
loud enough to prevent their hearing each 
other, and they stood there for some 
.moments in- silence. The yoimg girl looked 
at her companion, observing him attentively 
but covertly, as women, even when very 
young, know how to do. Lord Lambeth 
repaid observation ; tall, straight and strong, 
he was handsome as certain young English- 



AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 9 

men, and certain young Englishmen almost 
alone, are handsome ; with a perfect finish of 
feature and a look of intellectual repose and' 
gentle good temper which seemed somehow- 
to be consequent upon his well-cut nose and' 
chin. ' And to speak of Lord Lambeth's 
expression of intellectual repose is hot simply: 
a civil way of saying that he looked stupid. 
He was evidently hot a young man of an 
irritable imagination; he was hot, as he 
would himself have said, tremendously 
clever; but, though there was a kind of 
appealing dulness in his eye, he looked 
thoroughly- reasonable and competent, and 
his appearance proclaimed that to be a noble- 
man, an athlete, and an excellent fellow, was a 
sufficiently brilliant combination of qualities. 
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The young girl beside him, it may be at- 
tested without farther] delay, thought him 
the handsomest young man she had ever 
seen ; and Bessie Alden's imagination, imlike 
that of her companion, was irritable. He, 
however, was also making up his mind that 
she was uncommonly pretty. 

" I daresay it's very gay here — that you 

have lots of balls and parties," he said ; for, if 
he was not tremendously clever, he rather 
prided himself on having, with women, a 
sufficiency of conversation. 

^^ Oh yes, there is a great deal going on,*' 
Bessie Alden replied. "There are not so 
many balls, but there are a good many other 
things. You will see for yourself; we live 
rather in the midst of it." 
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" It's very kind of you to say that. But 
I thought you Americans were always 
dancing." 

" I suppose we dance a good deal ; but I 
have never seen much of it. We don't do 
it much, at any rate, in summer. And I am 
sure," said Bessie Alden, " that we don't have 
so many balls as you have in England." 

^^ Really ! " exclaimed Lord Lambeth. 
"Ah, in England it all depends, you 
know." 

*' You will not think much of our gaieties," 
said the young girl, looking at him with a 
little mixture of interrogation and decision 
which was peculiar to her. The interroga- 
tion seemed earnest and the decision seemed 
arch; but the mixture, at any rate, was 
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charming. "Those things, with us, are 
much less splendid than in England." 

" I fancy you don't mean that," said Lord 
Lambeth, laughing. 

"L assure you I mean everything Isay," 
the young girl declared. " Certainly, from 
what I have read about English society, it is 

• - • • 

very different." 

• "Ah, well, you know," said her com- 
panion, "those things are often described 
by fellows who know nothing about 
them. You mustn't mind what you 
read." 

" Oh, I shall mind what I read ! " Bessie 
Alden rejoined. " When I read Thackeray 
and George Eliot, how can I help minding 
them ? " 
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" Ah, well, Thackeray— and George Eliot," 
said the young nobleman ; " I haven't, read 
much of them." 

" Don't you suppose they know about 
society ? " asked Bessie Alden. 

*^ Oh, I daresay they know ; they were so 
very clever.. But those fashionable novels," 
said Lord Lambeth, " they are awful rot, you 
know." 

His companion looked at him a moment 
with her dark blue eyes, and then she looked 
down into the chasm where the water was 
tumbling about. "Do you mean Mrs. 
Gore, for instance ? " she said presently, 
raising her eyes. 

" I am afraid I haven't read that either," 
was the young man's rejoinder, laughing a 
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little and blushing. "I am afraid you'll 
think' I am not very intellectual" 

" Reading Mrs. Gore is ^ no proof of in- 
tellect. But I like reading everything about 
English life — even poor books. I am so 
curious about it.** 

" Aren't ladies always curious ? " asked the 
young man, jestingly. 

But Bessie Alden' appeared to desire to 
answer his question seriously. "I don't 
think so — I don't think we are enough so — 
that we care about many things. So it's all 
the more of a compliment," she added, " that 
I should want to know so much about 
England." 

The logic here seemed a little close ; but 
Lord Lambeth, conscious of a compliment. 



AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 15 

found his natural modesty just at hand. " I 
am sure you know a great deal more than I 
do/' 

" I really think I know a great deal — for a 
person who has never been there." 

** Have you really never been there ? " 
cried Lord Lambeth. " Fancy ! " 

" Never — except in imagination,** said the 
young girL 

"Fancy!" repeated her companion. 
" But I daresay you'll go soon, won't you ? " 

"It's the dream of my life!" declared 
Bessie Alden, smiling. 

"But your sister seems to know a tre- 
mendous lot about London," Lord Lambeth 
went on. 

The young girl was silent a moment. 
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" My sister and I are two very different per- 
sons,** she presently said. " She has been a 
great deal in Europe. She has been in 
England several times. She has known a 
great many English people." 

" But you must have known some, too,'* 
said Lord Lambeth. 

" I don't think that I have ever spoken to 
one before. You are the first Englishman 
that — to my knowledge — I have ever talked 
with.** 

Bessie Alden made this statement with a 
certain gravity —almost, as it seemed to Lord 
Lambeth, an impressiveness. Attempts at 
impressiveness always made him feel awk- 
ward, and he now began to laugh and swing 
his stick. " Ah, you would have been sure 
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to know!" he said. And then he added, 
after an instant — ^^ I'm sorry I am not a 

better specimen." 

The young girl looked away; but she 

smiled, laying aside her impressiveness. 
" You must remember that you are only a 
beginning," she said. Then she retraced her 
steps, leading the way back to the lawn, 
where they saw Mrs. Westgate come 
towards them with Percy Beaumont still at 
her side. " Perhaps I shall go to England 
next year," Miss Alden continued ; " I want 
to, immensely. My sister is going to 
Europe, and she has asked me to go with 
her. If we go, I shall make her stay as long 
as possible in London." 

" Ah, you must come in July," said Lord 
VOL. n. 
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Lambeth. " That's the time when there is 
most going on." 

" I don't think I can wait till July," the 
young girl rejoined. " By the first of May 
I shall be very impatient." They had gone 
farther, and Mrs. Westgate and her com- 
panion were near them. " Kitty," said Miss 
Alden, " I have given out that we are going 
to London next May. So please to conduct 
yourself accordingly." 

Percy Beaumont wore a somewhat ani- 
mated — even a slightly irritated — air. He 
was by no means so handsome a man as his 
cousin, although in his cousin's absence he 
might have passed for a striking specimen of 
the tall, muscular, fair-bearded, clear-eyed 
Englishman. Just now Beaumont's clear 
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eyes, which were small and of a pale grey- 
colour, had a rather troubled light, and, 

after glancing at Bessie Alden while she 
spoke, he rested them upon his kinsman. 
Mrs. Westgate meanwhile, with her super- 
fluously pretty gaze, looked at every one 
alike. 

" You had better wait till the time comes/' 
she said to her sister. "Perhaps next May 
you won't care so much about London. Mr. 
Beaumont and I," she went on, smiling at 
her companion, "have had a tremendous 
discussion. We don't agree about anything 
It's perfectly delightful." 

"Oh, I say, Percy!" exclaimed Lord 
Lambeth. 

"I disagree," said Beaumont, stroking 
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down his black hair, " even to the point of 
not thinking it delightful.** 

" Oh, I say ! " cried Lord Lambeth again. 

"I don't see anything delightful in my 
disagreeing with Mrs. Westgate," said Percy 
Beaumont. 

" Well, I do ! '* Mrs. Westgate declared ; 
and she turned to her sister. " You know 
you have to go to town. The phaeton 
is there. You had better take Lord 
Lambeth." 

At this point Percy Beaumont certainly 
looked "straight at his kinsman ; he tried to 
catch his eye. But Lord Lambeth would 
not look at him ; his own eyes were better 
occupied. "I shall be very happy," cried 
Bessie Alden. " I am only going to some 
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shops. But I will drive you about and show 
you the place." 

" An American woman who respects her- 
self," said Mrs. Westgate, turning to Beau- 
mont with her bright expository air, " must 
buy something every day of her life. If she 
cannot do it herself, she must send out some 
member of her family for the purpose. So 
Bessie goes forth to fulfil my mission.** 

The young girl had walked away, with 
Lord Lambeth by her side, to whom she 
was talking still; and Percy Beaum.ont 
watched them as they passed towards the 
house. " She fulfils her own mission," he 
presently said ; " that of being a very 
attractive young lady." 

"I don't know that I should say very 



22 AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. " 

attractive,'* Mrs. Westgate rejoined. "She 

is not so much that as she is charming when 

you really know her. She is very shy." 

" Oh indeed ? " said Percy Beaumont. 

" Extremely shy," Mrs. Westgate repeated. 

" But she is a dear good girl ; she is a charm- 
ing species of girl. She is not in the least a 
flirt; that isn't at all her line; she doesn't 
know the alphabet of that sort of thing. She 
is very simple — ^very serious. She has lived 
a great deal in Boston, with another sister of 
mine — the eldest of us — ^who married a Bos- 
tonian. She is very cultivated, not at all like 
me — I am not in the least cultivated. She 
has studied immensely and read everything ; 
she is what they call in Boston * thought- 
ful/ " 
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" A rum sort of girl for Lambeth to get 
hold of! " his lordship's kinsman privately 
reflected. 

"I really believe," Mrs. Westgate con- 
tinued, " that the most charming girl in the 
world is a Boston superstructure upon a 
New York Jbnds ; or perhaps a New York 
superstructure upon a Boston Jbnds. At any 
rate it's the mixture," said Mrs. Westgate 
who continued to give Percy Beaumont a 
great deal of information. 

Lord Lambeth got into a little basket- 
phaeton with Bessie Alden, and she drove 
him down the long avenue, whose extent he 
had measured on foot a couple of hours 
before, into the ancient town, as it was called 
in that part of the world, of Newport. The 
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ancient town was a curious affair — a collection 

of fresh-looking little wooden houses, painted 

white, scattered over a hill-side and clustered 

about a long, straight street, paved with 

enormous cobble-stones. There were plenty 

of shops — a large proportion of which 

appeared to be those of fruit-vendors, with 

piles of huge water-melons and pumpkins 

stacked in front of them ; and, drawn up 

before the shops, or bumping about on the 

cobble-stones, were innumerable other 

basket-phaetons freighted with ladies of high 

fashion, who greeted each other from vehicle 

to vehicle and conversed on the edge of the 

pavement in a manner that struck Lord 

Lambeth as demonstrative — with a great 

many "Oh, my dears," and little quick 
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exclamations and caresses. His companion 
went into seventeen shops — he amused him- 
self with counting them — and accumulated, 
at the bottom of the phaeton, a pile of 
bundles that hardly left the young English- 
man a place for his feet. As she had no 
groom nor footman, he sat in the phaeton to 
hold the ponies ; where, although he was not 
a particularly acute observer, he saw much to 
entertain him — especially the ladies just 
mentioned, who wandered up and down with 
the appearance of a kind of aimless intent- 
ness, as if they were looking for something 
to buy, and who, tripping in and out of their 
vehicles, displayed remarkably pretty feet. 
Jt all seemed to Lord Lambeth very odd, 
and bright, and gay. Of course, before 
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they got back to the villa, he had had a great 
deal of desultory conversation with Bessie 
Alden. 

The young Englishmen spent the whole 
of that day and the whole of many success- 
ive days in wliat the French call the intimite 
of their new friends. They agreed that it 
was extremely jolly — ^that they had never 
known anything more agreeable. It is not 
proposed to narrate minutely the incidents 
of their sojourn on this charming shore; 
though if it were convenient I might present 
a record of impressions none the less 
delectable that they were not exhaustively 
analysed. Many of them still linger in the 
minds of our travellers, attended by a train 
of harmonious images — images of brilliant 
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mornings on lawns and piazzas that over- 
looked the sea ; of innumerable pretty girls ; 
of infinite lounging and talking and laugh- 
ing and flirting and lunching and dining ; of 
universal friendliness and frankness ; of occa- 
sions on which they knew every one and 
everything and had an extraordinary sense 
of ease; of drives and rides in the late 
afternoon, over gleaming beaches, on long 
sea-roads, beneath a sky lighted up by 
marvellous sunsets ; of tea-tables, on the 
return, informal, irregular, agreeable; of 
evenings at open windows or on the per- 
petual verandahs, in the summer starlight, 
above the warm Atlantic. The young 
Englishmen were introduced to everybody, 
entertained by everybody, intimate with 
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everybody. At the end of three days they 
had removed their luggage from the hotel, 
and had gone to stay with Mrs. Westgate— 
a step to which Percy Beaumont at first 
offered some conscientious opposition. I call 

his opposition conscientious because it was 
founded upon some talk that he had had, on 

the second day, with Bessie Alden. He had 

indeed had a good deal of talk with her, for 
she was not literally always in conversation 

with Lord Lambeth. He had meditated 

upon Mrs. Westgate's account of her sister 

and he discovered, for himself, that the 

young lady was clever and appeared to have 

read a great deal. She seemed very nice, 

though he could not make out that, 

as Mrs. Westgate had said, she was shy. 
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If she was shy she carried it off very 
well. 

"Mr. Beaumont,'* she had said, "please 
tell me something about Lord Lambeth's 
family. How would you say it in England ? 
— his position." 

" His position ? " Percy Beaumont re- 
peated. 

" His rank — or whatever you call it. Un- 
fortunately we haven't got a ^ Peerage,' like 
the people in Thackeray." 

"That's a great pity," said Beaumont. 
" You would find it all set forth there so 
much better than I can do it." 

" He is a great noble, then ? " 

" Oh yes, he is a great noble." 

" Is he a peer ? " 
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" Almost." 

« 

" And has he any other title than Lord 
Lambeth ? " 

" His title is the Marquis of Lambeth,'* 
said Beaumont; and then he was silent; 
Bessie Alden appeared to be looking at him 
with interest. " He is the son of the Duke 
of Bayswater," he added, presently. 

" The eldest son ? " 

" The only son." 

" And are his parents living ? " 

" Oh yes ; if his father were not living he 
would be a duke." 

** So that when his father dies," pursued 
Bessie Alden, with more simplicity than 
might have been expected in a clever girl, 
he will become Duke of Bayswater ? " 
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" Of course/* said Percy Beaumont. 
" But his father is in excellent health.** 

" And his mother ? " 

Beaumont smiled a little. " The Duchess 
is uncommonly robust." 

" And has he any sisters ? '* 

" Yes, there are two.** 

" And what are they called r 

"One of them is married. She is the 
Countess of Pimlico." 

" And the other ? '* 

" The other is unmarried ; she is plain 
Lady Julia." 

Bessie Alden looked at him a moment. 
" Is she very plain ? '* 

Beaumont began to laugh again. "You 
would not find her so handsome as her 
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brother,'' he said ; and it was after this that 
he attempted to dissuade the heir of the 
Duke of Bayswater from accepting Mrs. 
Westgate's invitation. "Depend upon it," 
he said, " that girl means to try for you.** 

" It seems to me you are doing your best 
to make a fool of me," the modest young 
nobleman answered. 

"She has been asking me," said Beau- 
mont, "all about your people and your 
possessions." 

" I am sure it is very good of her ! " Lord 
Lambeth rejoined. 

"Well, then," observed his companion, 
" if you go, you go with your eyes open." 

" Damn my eyes ! " exclaimed Lord Lam- 
beth. " If one is to be a dozen times a day 
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at the house, it is a great deal more 
convenient to sleep there. I am sick 
of travelling up and down this beastly 
Avenue/' 

Since he had determined to go, Percy 
Beaumont would of course have been very 
sorry to allow him to go alone ; he was a 
man of conscience, and he remembered his 
promise to the Duchess. It was obviously 
the memory of this promise that made him 
say to his companion a couple of days later 
that he rather wondered he should be so 
fond of that girl, 

" In the first place, how do you know 

how fond I am of her?*' asked Lord 
Lambeth. "And in the second place, 

why shouldn't I be fond of her ? " 

VOL. IL D 
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" I shouldn't think she would be in your 
line." 

" What do you call my * line ' ? You 
don't set her down as ' fast ' ? " 

"Exactly so. Mrs. Westgate tells me 
that there is no such thing as the ^ fast 
girl' in America; that it's an English 
invention and that the term has no meaning 
here." 

" All the better. It's an animal I detest." 

" You prefer a blue-stocking." 

" Is that what you call Miss Alden ? " 

"Her sister tells me," said Percy Beau- 
mont, " that she is tremendously literary." 

" I don't know anything about that. She 
is certainly very clever." 

" Well," said Beaumont, " I should have 
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supposed you would have found that sort of 
thing awfully slow." 

"In point of fact" Lord Lambeth re- 
joined, " I find it uncommonly lively." 

After this, Percy Beaumont held his 
tongue; but on August loth he wrote to 
the Duchess of Bayswater. He was, as I 
have said, a man of conscience, and he had 
a strong, incorruptible sense of the pro- 
prieties of life. His kinsman, meanwhile, 
was having a great deal of talk with Bessie 
Alden — on the red sea-rocks beyond the 
lawn; in the course of long island rides, 
with a slow return in the glowing twilight ; 
on the deep verandah, late in the evening. 
Lord Lambeth, who had stayed at many 
houses, had never stayed at a house in 
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which it was possible for a young man to 
converse so frequently with a young lady. 
This young lady no longer applied to Percy 
Beaumont for information concerning his 
lordship. She addressed herself directly to 
the young nobleman. She asked him a 
great many questions, some of which bored 
him a little; for he took no pleasure in 
talking about himself. 

" Lord Lambeth,** said Bessie Alden, " are 
you an hereditary legislator ? 

" Oh, I say," cried Lord Lambeth, " don*t 
make me call myself such names as 
that." 

" But you are a member of Parliament,** 
said the young girl. 

" I don't like the sound of that either.** 
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" Doesn't your father sit in the House of 
Lords ? " Bessie Alden went on, 

# 

Very seldom," said Lord Lambeth. 
Is it an important position?** she 
asked. 

" Oh dear no," said Lord Lambeth. 

" I should think it would be very grand," 
said Bessie Alden, " to possess simply by an 
accident of birth the right to make laws for 
a great nation." 

" Ah, but one doesn't make laws. It's a 
great humbug." 

"I don't believe that," the young girl 
declared. " It must be a great privilege, 
and I should think that if one thought of it 
in the right way — from a high point of 
view — it would be very inspiring." 
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"The less one thinks of it the better," 
Lord Lambeth affirmed. 

" I think it's tremendous," said Bessie 
Alden; and on another occasion she asked 
him if he had any tenantry. Hereupon it 
was that, as I have said, he was a little 
bored. 

" Do you want to buy up their leases ? " 
he asked. 

"Well — have you got any livings?" she 
demanded. 

" Oh, I say ! " he cried. " Have you got 
a clergyman that is looking out ? " But she 
made him tell her that he had a Castle ; he 
confessed to but one. It was the place in 
which he had been born and brought up, 
and, as he had an old-time liking for it, he 
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was beguiled into describing it a little and 
saying it was really very jolly. Bessie Alden 
listened with great interest, and declared that 
she would give the world to see such a 
place. Whereupon — ^'^It would be awfully 
kind of you to come and stay there," said 
Lord Lambeth. He took a vague satis- 
faction in the circumstance that Percy 
Beaumont had not heard him make the 
remark I have just recorded. 

Mr. Westgate, all this time, had not, as 
they said at Newport, " come on.*' His wife 
more than once announced that she expected 
him on the morrow ; but on the morrow she 
wandered about a little, with a telegram in 
her jewelled fingers, declaring it was very 
tiresome that his business detained him in 
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New York; that he could only hope the 
Englishmen were having a good time. " I 
must say/' said Mrs. Westgate, " that it is 
no thanks to him if you are ! " And she 
went on to explain, while she continued that 
slow- paced promenade which enabled her 
well-adjusted skirts to display themselves 
so advantageously, that unfortunately in 
America there was no leisure-class. It was 
Lord Lambeth's theory, freely propounded 
when the young men were together, that 
Percy Beaumont was having a very good 
time with Mrs. Westgate, and that under the 
pretext of meeting for the purpose of animated 
discussion, they were indulging in practices 
that imparted a shade of hypocrisy to the 
ady's regret for her husband's absence. 
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"I assure you we are always discussing 
and differing," said Percy Beaumont. " She 
is awfully argumentative. American ladies 
certainly don't mind contradicting you. 
Upon my word I don't think I was ever 
treated so by a woman before. She's so 
devilish positive." 

Mrs. Westgate's positive quality, however, 

evidently had its attractions; for Beauniont 

'was constantly at his hostess's side. He 

detached himself one day to the extent of 

going to New York to talk over the 

Tennessee Central with Mr. Westgate ; but 

he was absent only forty-eight hours, during 

which, with Mr. Westgate's assistance, he 

completely settled this piece of business. 

"They certainly do things quickly in New 
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York," he observed to his cousin ; and he 

added that Mr. Westgate had seemed very 

uneasy lest his wife should miss her visitor — 

he had been in such an awful hurry to send 

him back to her. " Fm afraid you'll never 

come up to an American husband — if that's 
what the wives expect," he said to Lord 

Lambeth. 

Mrs. Westgate, however, was not to enjoy 
much longer the entertainment with which 
an indulgent husband had desired to keep 
her provided. On August 21st Lord 
Lambeth received a telegram from his 
mother, requesting him to return immedi- 
ately to England ; his father had been taken 
ill, and it was his filial duty to come to 
him. 
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The young Englishman was visibly an- 
noyed. "What the deuce does it mean?'* 
he asked of his kinsman. " What am I to 
do?" 

Percy Beaumont was annoyed as well ; he 
had deemed it his duty, as I have narrated, 
to write to the Duchess, but he had not 
expected that this distinguished womaa 
would act so promptly upon his hint. 
*'It means,*' he said, "that your father 
is laid up. I don't suppose it's any- 
thing serious; but you hav^ no option. 
Take the first steamer; but don't be 
alarmed." 

Lord Lambeth made his farewells ; but 
the few last words that he exchanged with 
Bessie Alden are the only ones that have a 
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place in our record. " Of course I needn't 
assure you,'* he- said, "that if you should 
come to England next year, I expect to 
be the first person that you inform of 
It. 

Bessie Alden looked at him a little and 
she smiled. "Oh, if we come to London/' 
she answered, "I should think you would 
hear of it." 

Percy Beaumont returned with his cousin, 
and his sense of duty compelled him, one 
windless afternoon, in mid-Atlantic, to say 
to Lord Lambeth that he suspected that the 
Duchess's telegram was in part the result of 
something he himself had written to her. 
" I wrote to her — as I explicitly notified you 
I had promised to do — that you were 
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extremely interested in a little American 
girl." 

Lord Lambeth was extremely angry, and 
he indulged for some moments in the simple 

language of resentment. But I have said 
that he was a reasonable young man, and 
I can give no better proof of it than the 
fact that he remarked to his companion 
at the end of half-an-hour — "You were 
quite right after all. I am very much in- 

« 

terested in her. Only, to be fair," he 
added, "you should have told my mother 
also that she is not — ^seriously — interested 
in me." 

Percy Beaumont gave a little laugh. 
" There is nothing so charming as modesty 
in a young man in your position. That 



46 AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 

speech is a capital proof that you are sweet 
on her/' 

" She is not interested — she is not ! " 
Lord Lambeth repeated. 

^^My dear fellow," said his companion, 
" you are very far gone." 
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IV. 

In point of fact, as Percy Beaumont would 
have said, Mrs. Westgate disembarked on 
the 1 8th of May on the British coast. She 
was accompanied by her sister, but she was 
not attended by any other member of her 
family. To the deprivation of her husband's 
society Mrs. Westgate was, however, habitu- 
ated ; she had made half-a-dozen journeys to 
Europe without him, and she now accounted 
for his absence, to interrogative friends on 
this side of the Atlantic, by allusion to the 
regrettable but conspicuous fact that in 
America there was no leisure-class. The 
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two ladies came up to London and alighted 
at Jones's Hotel, where Mrs. Westgate, who 
had made on former occasions the most 
agreeable impression at this estabhshment, 
received an obsequious greeting. Bessie 
Alden had felt much excited about coming 
to England; she had expected the "associ- 
ations" would be very charming, that it 
would be an infinite pleasure to rest her 
eyes upon the things she had read about in 
the poets and historians. She was very fond 
of the poets and historians, of the pictur- 
esque, of the past, of retrospect, of mementoes 
and reverberations of greatness; so that on 
coming into the great English world, where 
strangeness and familiarity would go hand in 
hand, she was prepared for a multitude of 
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fresh emotions. They began very promptly 
— these tender, fluttering sensations; they 
began with the sight of the beautiful English 
landscape, whose dark richness was quickened 
and brightened by the season; with the 
carpeted fields and flowering hedge-rows, as 
she looked at them from the window of the 
train ; with the spires of the rural churches, 
peeping above the rook-haunted tree-tops; 
with the oak-studded parks, the ancient 
homes, the cloudy light, the speech, the 
manners, the thousand differences. Mrs. 
Westgate's impressions had of course much 
less novelty and keenness, and she gave but 
a wandering attention to her sister's ejacula- 
tions and rhapsodies. 

" You know my enjoyment of England is 
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not SO intellectual as Bessie's," she said to 
several of her friends in the course of her 
visit to this country. " And yet if it is not 
intellectual, I can't say it is physical. I 
don't think I can quite say what it is, my 
enjoyment of England." When once 
it was settled that the two ladies should 
come abroad and should spend a few 
weeks in England on their way to the 
Continent, they of course exchanged a 
good many allusions to their London 
acquaintance. 

" It will certainly be much nicer having 
friends there," Bessie Alden had said one 
day, as she sat on the sunny deck of the 
steamer, at her sister's feet, on a large blue 
rug- 
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" Whom do you mean by friends ? " Mrs. 
Westgate asked. 

"All those English gentlemen whom 
you have known and entertained. Captain 
liittledale, for instance. And Lord Lam- 
)eth and Mr. Beaumont," added Bessie 
Vlden. 

'' Do you expect them to give us a very 
Trand reception ? " 

Bessie reflected a moment; she was ad- 
dicted, as we know, to reflection. "Well, 
yes." 

" My poor sweet child ! " murmured her 
sister. 

" What have I said that is so silly ? " 
asked Bessie. 

"You are a little too simple; just a little 
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It is very becoming, but it pleases people at 
your expense." 

" I am certainly too simple to understand 
you," said Bessie. 

^ Shall I tell you a story ? " asked her 
sister. 

" If you would be so good. That is what 
they do to amuse simple people." 

Mrs. Westgate consulted her memory,^ 
while her companion sat gazing at th^^ .e 
shining sea. ^ Did you ever hear of th^- e 
Duke of Green-Erin ? " 

"I think not,"^said Bessie. 

" Well, it's no matter," her sister went oa. 

" It's a proof of my simplicity. 

" My story is meant to illustrate that of 
some other people," said Mrs. Westgate. 
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" The Duke of Green-Erin is what they call 
in England a great swell; and some five 
years ago he came to America. He spent 
most of his time in New York, and in New 
York he spent his days and his nights at the 
Butterworths'. You have heard at least of 
the Butterworths. Bien. They did every- 
thing in the world for him — they turned 
themselves inside out. They gave him a 
dozen dinner-parties and balls, and were the 
means of his being invited to fifty more. 
At first he used to come into Mrs. Butter- 
worth's box at the opera in a tweed travelling- 
suit ; but some one stopped that. At any 
rate, he had a beautiful time, and they parted 
the best friends in the world. Two years 
elapse, and the Butterworths come abroad 
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and go to London. The first thing they see 
in all the papers — in England those things 
are in the most prominent place — ^is that the 
Duke of Green-Erin has arrived in town for 
the Season. They wait a little, and then 
Mr. Butterworth — as polite as ever — goes 
and leaves a card. They wait a little more ; 
the visit is not returned; they wait three 
weeks — silence de mort — the Duke gives no 
sign. The Butterworths see a lot of other 
people, put down the Duke of Green-Erin as 
a rude, ungrateful man, and forget all about 
him. One fine day they go to Ascot Races, 
and there they meet him face to face. He 
stares a moment and then comes up to Mr. 
Butterworth, taking something from his 
pocket-book — something which proves to be 
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. bank-note. ' Tm glad to see you, Mr. 
Lutterworth/ he says, ^ so that I can pay you 
hat ten pounds I lost to you in New York. 

saw the other day you remembered our 
Det ; here are the ten pounds, Mr. Butter- 
bvorth. Good-bye, Mr. Butterworth.' And 
off he goes, and that's the last they see of the 
Duke of Green- Erin." 

" Is that your story ? " asked Bessie 
Alden. 

" Don't you think it's interesting? " her 
sister replied. 

" I don't believe it," said the young girl. 

" Ah ! " cried Mrs. Westgate, *^ you are 
not so simple after all. Believe it or not 
as you please ; there is no smoke without 
fire." 
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" Is that the way," asked Bessie after a 
moment, "that you expect your friends to 
treat you ? " 

" I defy them to treat me ver}^'ill, because 
I shall not give them the opportunity. 
With the best will in the world, in that case, 
they can't be very disobliging." 

Bessie Alden was silent a moment. "I 
don't see what makes you talk that way," 
she said. "The English are a great 
people." 

" Exactly ; and that is just the way they 
have grown great — ^by dropping you when 
you have ceased to be useful. People say 
they are not clever; but I think they are 
very clever." 

"You know you have liked them — ^all 
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the Englishmen you have seen," said 

Bessie. 

^^ They have liked me," her sister rejoined ; 

it would be more correct to say that. And 

of course one likes that." 

Bessie Alden resumed for some moments 

her studies in sea-green. "Well," she 

said, " whether they like me or not, I mean 

to like them. And happily," she added, 

" Lord Lambeth does not owe me ten 
pounds." 

During the first few days after their 

arrival at Jones's Hotel our charming 

Americans were much occupied with what 

they would have called looking about them. 

They found occasion to make a large 

number of purchases, and their opportunities 
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for conversation were such only as were 
offered by the deferential London shopmen. 
Bessie Alden, even in driving from the 
station, took an immense fancy to the 
British metropolis, and, at the risk of 
exhibiting her as a young woman of vulgar 
tastes, it must be recorded that for a consider- 
able period she desired no higher pleasure 
than to drive about the crowded streets 
in a Hansom cab. To her attentive eyes 
they were full of a strange picturesque life, 
and it is at least beneath the dignity of 
our historic muse to enumerate the trivial 
objects and incidents which this simple 
young lady from Boston found so enter- 
taining. It may be freely mentioned, 
however, that whenever, after a round of 
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visits in Bond Street and Regent Street, 
sht was about to return with her sister 
trcD Jones's Hotel, she made an earnest 
request that they should be driven home 
y way of Westminster Abbey. She had 
«gun by asking whether it would not 
c possible to take the Tower on the way 
their lodgings ; but it happened that at 
^ more primitive stage of her culture Mrs. 
^A^estgate had paid a visit to this venerable 
Hionument, which she spoke of ever after- 
wards, vaguely, as a dreadful disappoint- 
ment; so that she expressed the liveliest 
disapproval of any attempt to combine 
historical researches with the purchase of 
hair-brushes and note-paper. The most 
she would consent to do in this line was 
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to spend half-an-hour at Madame Tussaud's, 
where she saw several dusty wax efBgies 
of members of the Royal Family. She 
told Bessie that if she wished to go to the 
Tower she must get some one else to take 
her. Bessie expressed hereupon an earnest 
disposition to go alone; but upon this 
proposal as well Mrs. Westgate sprinkled 
cold water. 

"Remember/' she said, "that you are 
not in your innocent little Boston. It is 
not a question of walking up and down 
Beacon Street." Then she went on to 
explain that there were two classes of 
American girls in Europe — those that 
walked about alone and those that did not. 
" You happen to belong, my dear," she 
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said to her sister, "to the class that does 
not." 

"It is only," answered Bessie, laughing, 
" because you happen to prevent me." And 
she devoted much private meditation to 
this question of effecting a visit to the 
Tower of London. 

Suddenly it seemed as if the problem 

might be solved; the two ladies at Jones's 

Hotel received a visit from Willie Woodley. 

Such was the social appellation of a young 

American who had sailed from New York 
a few days after their own departure, and 

who, having the privilege of intimacy with 
them in that city, had lost no time, on 
his arrival in London, in coming to pay 
them his respects. He had, in fact, gone 
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to see them directly after going to see his 
tailor; than which there can be no greater 
exhibition of promptitude on the part of 
a young American who has just alighted 
at the Charing Cross Hotel. He was a 
slim, pale youth, of the most amiable 
disposition, famous for the skill with which 
he led the " German " in New York. 
Indeed, by the young ladies who habitually 
figured in this fashionable frolic he was 
believed to be " the best dancer in the 
world ; " it was in these terms that he was 
always spoken of, and that his identity was 
indicated. He was the gentlest, softest 
young man it was possible to meet ; he was 
beautifully dressed — " in the English style " 
— and he knew an immense deal about 
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London. He had been at Newport during 
the previous summer, at the time of our 
young Englishmen's visit, and he took 
extreme pleasure in the society of Bessie 
Alden, whom he always addressed as " Miss 
Bessie." She immediately arranged with 
him, in the presence of her sister, that he 
should conduct her to the scene of Lady 
Jane Grey's execution. 

"You may do as you please," said 
Mrs. W^stgate. " Only — if you desire the 
information — it is not the custom here for 
young ladies to knock about London with 
young men." 

" Miss Bessie has waltzed with me so 
often," observed Willie Woodley ; " she can 
surely go out with me in a Hansom." 
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** I consider waltzing," said Mrs. West- 
gate, "the most innocent pleasure of our 
time. 

" It's a compliment to our time ! " 
exclaimed the young man, with a little 
laugh, in spite of himself. 

"I don't see why I should regard what 
is done here," said Bessie Alden. "Why 
should I suffer the restrictions of a society 
of which I enjoy none of the privileges ? " 

"That's very good — very good," mur- 
mured Willie Woodley. 

" Oh, go to the Tower, and feel the axe, 
if you like ! " said Mrs. Westgate. " I 
consent to your going with Mr. Woodley; 
but I should not let you go with an 
Englishman." 
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**Miss Bessie wouldn't care to go with 

^^ Englishman!" Mr. Woodley declared, 

^^tli a faint asperity that was, perhaps, not 

^^riatural in a young man who, dressing 
*^ the manner that I have indicated, and 

^^Owing a great deal, as I have said, about 

"^^^ndon, saw no reason for drawing these 

^*^^rp distinctions. He agreed upon a day 

^^th Miss Bessie — a day of that same 

An ingenious mind might, perhaps, trace 

^ connection between the young girl's allusion 

^o her destitution of social privileges and a 

cjuestion she asked on the morrow as she 

Sat with her sister at lunch. 
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Don't you mean to write to — to any 



one ? *' said Bessie. 
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" I wrote this morning to Captain Little- 
dale/' Mrs. Westgate replied. 

"But Mr. Woodley said that Captain 
Littledale had gone to India." 

" He said he thought he had heard so ; 
he knew nothing about it." 

For a moment Bessie Alden said nothing 
more ; then, at last, " And don't you intend 
to write to — to Mr. Beaumont ? " she 
inquired. 

" You mean to Lord Lambeth," said her 
sister. 

"I said Mr. Beaumont because he was 
so good a friend of yours." 

Mrs. Westgate looked at the young girl 
with sisterly candour. "I don't care two 
straws for Mr. Beaumont." 
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• " You were certainly veiy nice to 
him." 

" I am nice to every one," said Mrs. 
Westgate, simply. 

"To eviery one but me," rejoined Bessie, 
s miling. 

Her sister continued to look at her; 
then, at last, " Are you in love with Lord 
Lambeth ? " she asked. 

The young girl stared a moment, and 
the question was apparently too humorous 
even to make her blush. " Not that I 
know of," she answered. 

"Because if you are," Mrs. Westgate 
went on, "I shall certainly not send for 
him." 

"That proves what I $aid," declared 
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Bessie, smiling — " that you are not nice 
to me.** 

"It would be a poor service, my dear 
child,** said her sister. 

"In what sense? There is nothing 
against Lord Lambeth, that I know of." 

Mrs. Westgate was silent a moment. 
" You are in love with him, then ? " 

Bessie stared again; but this time she 
blushed a little. " Ah ! if you won't be 
serious," she answered, "we will not mention 
him again." 

For some moments Lord Lambeth was 
not mentioned s^ain, and it was Mrs. 
Westgate who, at the end of this period, 
reverted to him. "Of course I will let 
him know we are here ; because I think 
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he would be hurt — justly enough — if we 
should go away without seeing him. It is 
fair to give him a chance to come and thank 
me for the kindness we showed him. But 
I don't want to seem eager." 

"Neither do I," said Bessie, with a little 
laugh. 

"Though I confess," added her sister, 
*^ tliat I am curious to see how we will 
behave." 

" He behaved very well at Newport." 

"Newport is not London. At Newport 
he could do as he liked; but here, it is 
another affair. He has to have an eye to 
consequences." 

" If he had more freedom, then, at 
Newport," argued Bessie, "it is the more 
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to his credit that he behaved wdl; and 
if he has to be so careful here, it is 
possible he will behave even better." 

** Better — better," repeated her sister. 
^* My dear child, what is your point of 
vicwr 

"How do you mean — my point of 
view? 

"Don't you care for Lord Lambeth — a 
little?" 

This time Bessie Alden was displeased; 
she slowly got up from table, turning her 
face away from her sister. "You will 
oblige me by not talking so," she said. 

Mrs. Westgate sat watching her for some 
moments as she moved slowly about the 
room and went and stood at the window. 
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" I will write to him this afternoon/' she 

said at last. 

" Do as you please ! " Bessie answered ; 

and presently she turned round. ^^ I am 
not afraid to say that I like Lord Lambeth. 

I like him very much/' 

"He is not clever/' Mrs. Westgate 

declared. 

"Well, there have been clever people 

whom I have disliked/' said Bessie Alden ; 

** so that I suppose I may like a stupid one. 

Besides, Lord Lambeth is not stupid." 

" Not so stupid as he looks ! " exclaimed 

her sister, smiling. 

"If I were in love with Lord Lambeth, 

as you said just now, it would be bad policy 

on your part to abuse him." 
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"My dear child, don't give me lessons 
in policy!** cried Mrs. Westgate. "The 
policy I mean to follow is very deep." 

The young girl began to walk about the 
room again ; then she stopped before her 
sister. "I have never heard in the course 
of five minutes/' she said, " so many hints 
and innuendoes. I wish you would tell 
me in plain English what you mean.'* 

"I mean that you may be much 
annoyed." 

" That is still only a hint," said Bessie. 

Her sister looked at her, hesitating an 
instant. " It will be said of you that you 
have come after Lord Lambeth — that you 
followed him." 

Bessie Alden threw back her pretty head 
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like a startled hind, and a look flashed into 

f 

her face that made Mrs. Westgate rise from 
her chair. ^^Who says such things as 
that ? " she demanded. 

^ People here." 

** I don't believe it," said Bessie. 

"You have a very convenient faculty of 
doubt. But my policy will be, as I say, very 
deep. I shall leave you to find out this kind 
of thing for yourself." 

Bessie fixed her eyes upon her sister, and 
Mrs. Westgate thought for a moment there 
were tears in them. ^ Do they talk that way 
here ? " she asked. 

" You will see. I shall leave you alone." 

" Don't leave me alone," said Bessie Alden. 
" Take me away." 
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" No ; I want to see what you make of it," 
her sister continued. 

" I don't understand." 

" You will understand after Lord Lambeth 
has come," said Mrs. Westgate, with a little 
laugh. 

The two ladies had arranged that on this 
afternoon Willie Woodley should go with 
them to Hyde Park, where Bessie Alden 
expected to derive much entertainment from 
sitting on a little green chair, imder the great 
trees, beside Rotten Row. The want of a 
suitable escort had hitherto rendered this 
pleasure inaccessible ; but no escort, now, for 
such an expedition, could have been more 
suitable than their devoted young country- 
man, whose mission in life, it might almost 
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be said, was to find chairs for ladies, and who 
appeared on the stroke of half-past five with a 
white camellia in his button-hole. 

" I have written to Lord Lambeth, my 
dear," said Mrs. Westgate to her sister, on 
coming into the room where Bessie Alden, 
drawing on her long grey gloves, was enter- 
taining their visitor* 

Bessie said nothing, but Willie Woodley 
exclaimed that his lordship was in town ; he 
had seen his name in the Morning Post, 

" Do you read the Morning Post ? " asked 
Mrs. Westgate. 

" Oh yes ; it's great fun," Willie Woodley 
affirmed. 

" I want so to see it," said Bessie, " there is 
so much about it in Thackeray." 
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" I will send it to you every morning," 
said Willie Woodley. 

He found them what Bessie Alden thought 
excellent places, under the great trees, beside 
the famous avenue whose humours had been 
made familiar to the young girl's childhood 
by the pictures in Punch. The day was 
bright and warm, and the crowd of riders 
and spectators and the great procession of 
carriages were proportionately dense and 
brilliant. The scene bore the stamp of the 
London Season at its height, and Bessie 
Alden found more entertainment in it than 
she was able to express to her companions. 
She sat silent, under her parasol, and her 
imagination, according to its wont, let itself 
loose into the great changing assemblage of 
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Striking and suggestive figures. They stirred 
up a host of old impressions and precon- 
ceptions, and she found herself fitting 
^ history to this person and a theory 
^^ that, and making a place for them 
^1 in her little private museum of types. 
^^^t if she said little, her sister on 
^^^ side and Willie Woodley on the 
^^l>.er expressed themselves in lively 
^"^^rnation. 

*^Look at that green dress with blue 
fl^^xinces," said Mrs. Westgate. " Quelle 
^^ilette!'' 

** That's the Marquis of Blackborough," 

s^id the young man — " the one in the white 

^oat. I heard him speak the other night in 

^^e House of Lords ; it was something about 



78 AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 

ramrods ; he called them wamwods. He's 
an awful swell." 

" Did you ever see anything like the way 
they are pinned back?" Mrs. Westgate 
resumed. "They never know where to 
stop." 

"They do nothing but stop," said Willie 
Woodley. " It prevents them from walking. 
Here comes a great celebrity — Lady Beatrice 
Bellevue. She's awfully fast ; see what little 
steps she takes." 

" Well, my dear," Mrs. Westgate pursued, 
*' I hope you are getting some ideas for your 
couturiere ? " 

" I am getting plenty of ideas," said Bessie, 
" but I don't know that my couturiere would 
appreciate them." 
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Willie Woodley presendy perceived a 
friend on horseback, who drove up beside 
the barrier of the Row and beckoned to him. 
He went forward and the crowd of pedes- 
trians closed about him, so that for some 
ten minutes he was hidden from sight. 
At last he reappeared, bringing a gende- 
man with him — a gentleman whom Bessie 
at first supposed to be his friend dis- 
mounted. But at a second glance she found 
herself looking at Lord Lambeth, who was 
shaking hands with her sister. 

"I found him over there," said Willie 
Woodley, " and I told him you were here." 

And then Lord Lambeth, touching his 
hat a littie, shook hands with Bessie. 
** Fancy your being here ! " he said. He 
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was blushing and smiling ; he looked very 
handsome, and he had a kind of splendour 
that he had not had in America. Bessie 
Alden^s imagination, as we know, was just 
then in exercise; so that the tall young 
Englishman, as he stood there looking 
down at her, had the benefit of it. '^ He is 
handsomer and more splendid than anything 
I have ever seen," she said to herself. And 
then she remembered that he was a Marquis, 
and she thought he looked like a Marquis. 

" Really, you know," he cried, " you ought 
to have let a man know you were here ! " 

" I wrote to you an hour ago," said Mrs. 
Westgate. 

" Doesn't all the world know it ? " asked 
Bessie, smiling. 
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" I assure you I didn't know it I " cried 
Lord Lambeth. "Upon my honour I 
hadn't heard of it. Ask Woodley now ; had 
I, Woodley ? " 

^^ Well, I think you are rather a humbug," 
said Willie Woodley. 

"You don't believe that — do you, Miss 
Alden?" asked his lordship. "You don't 
believe I'm a humbug, eh ? " 
"No," said Bessie, "I don't." 
" You are too tall to stand up. Lord Lam- 
beth," Mrs. Westgate observed. " You are 
only tolerable when you sit down. Be so 
good as to get a chair." 

He found a chair and placed it side- 
wise, close to the two ladies. " If I 
hadn't met Woodley I should never have 
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found you," he went on. " Should I, 
Woodley ? " 

"Well, I guess not," said the young 
American. 

"Not even with my letter?" asked Mrs. 
Westgate. 

"Ah, well, I haven't got your letter 
yet ; I suppose I shall get it this even 
ing. It was awfully kind of you to 



write." 



"So I said to Bessie," observed Mrs. 
Westgate. 

" Did she say so, Miss Alden ? " Lord 
Lambeth inquired. "I daresay you have 
been here a month." 

"We have been here three," said Mrs. 
Westgate. 
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" Have you been here three months ? " the 
young man asked again of Bessie. 

" It seems a long time," Bessie answered. 

" I say, after that you had better not call 
me a humbug ! " cried Lord Lambeth. " I 
have only been in town three weeks ; but you 
must have been hiding away. I haven't seen 
you anywhere.'* 

" Where should you have seen us — ^where 
should we have gone ? " asked Mrs. West- 
gate. 

^^ You should have gone to Hurlingham," 

said Willie Woodley. 

"No, let Lord Lambeth tell us," Mrs. 
Westgate insisted. 

"There are plenty of places to go to," 
said Lord Lambeth — "each one stupider 
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than the other. I mean people's houses; 
they send you cards." 

" No one has sent us cards," said Bessie. 

" We are very quiet," her sister declared. 
" We are here as travellers." 

"We have been to Madame Tussaud's," 
Bessie pursued. 

" Oh, I say ! " cried Lord Lambeth. 

" We thought we should find your image 
there," said Mrs. Westgate — " yours and Mr. 
Beaumont's." 

" In the Chamber of Horrors ? " laughed 
the young man. 

" It did duty very well for a party," said 
Mrs.' Westgate. "All the women were 
decolleteesy and many of the figures looked 
as if they could speak if they tried." 
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"Upon my word," Lord Lambeth 
Rejoined, " you see people at London parties 
tihat look as if they couldn't speak if they 
trried." 

"Do you think Mr. Woodley could 
iind us Mr. Beaumont ? '* asked Mrs. 
Westgate. 

Lord Lambeth stared and looked round 
him. "I daresay he could. Beaumont 
often comes here. Don't you think you 
could find him, Woodley? Make a dive 
into the crowd." 

" Thank you ; I have had enough diving," 
said Willie Woodley. " I will wait till Mr. 
Beaumont comes to the surface." 

" I will bring him to see you," said Lord 
Lambeth ; " where are you staying r " 



86 AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE, 

** You will find the address in my letter — 
Joneses HoteL" 

"Oh, one of those places just out of 
Piccadilly r Beastly hole, isn't it ? " Lord 
Lambeth inquired. 

" I beheve it's the best hotel in London," 
said Mrs. Westgate. 

" But they give you awful rubbish 
to eat, don't they r '' his lordship went 
on. 

" Yes,** said Mrs. Westgate. 

" I always feel so sorry for the people that 
come up to town and go to live in those 
places," continued the yoimg man. *^ They 
eat nothing but poison." 

« Oh, I say ! " cried Willie Woodley. 
"Well, how do you like London, Miss 
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Alden ? " Lord Lambeth asked, unperturbed 
by this ejaculation. 

I think it's grand," said Bessie Alden. 
My sister likes it, in spite of the 
^ poison ' !" Mrs. Westgate exclaimed. 

" I hope you are going to stay a long 
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time." 



*^ As long as I can," said Bessie. 

"And where is Mr. Westgate?" asked 
Lord Lambeth of this gentleman's wife. 

" He's where he always is — in that tire- 
some New York." 

" He must be tremendously clever," said 
the young man. 

" I suppose he is," said Mrs. Westgate. 

Lord Lambeth sat for nearly an hour 
with his American friends ; but it is not our 
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purpose to relate their conversation in full. 
He addressed a great many remarks to Bessie 
Alden, and finally turned towards her alto- 
gether, while Willie Woodley entertained 
Mrs. Westgate. Bessie herself said very 
little ; she was on her guar(i, thinking of 
what her sister had said to her at lunch. 
Little by little, however, she interested her- 
self in Lord Lambeth again, as she had done 
at Newport ; only it seemed to her that here 
he might become more interesting. He 
would be an unconscious part of the 
antiquity, the impressiveness, the picturesque- 
ness of England ; and poor Bessie Alden, 
like many a Yankee maiden, was terribly at 
the mercy of picturesqueness. 

" I have often wished I were at Newport 
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again," said the young man. *' Those days 
I spent at your sister's were awfully jolly." 

"We enjoyed them very much; I hope 
your father is better." 

" Oh dear, yes. When I got to England, 
he was out grouse-shooting. It was what 
you call in America a gigantic fraud. My 
mother had got nervous. My three weeks 
at Newport seemed Uke a happy dream." 

"America certainly is very different from 
England," said Bessie. 

" I hope you like England better, 
eh ? " Lord Lambeth rejoined, almost 
persuasively. 

"No Englishman can ask that seriously 
of a person of another country." 

Her companion looked at her for a 
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cnoaieiit. ^ You mean its a matter o 
courser'* 

^ If I were English," said Bessie, " L t 
would certainlr seem to me a matter o^ f 
course that every one should be a goofed 
patriot.*^ 

*^ Oh dear, yes ; patriotism is everything;^"" 
said Lord Lambeth, not quite following, butt 
very contented. " Now, what are you goirmg 
to do here r 

"On Thursday I am going to the 
Tower." 

" The Tower r 

" The Tower of London. Did you nev^ ^ 
hear of it r 

" Oh yes, I have been there," said Loxc=^ 
Lambeth. ''I was taken there by m^ 
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governess^ when I was six years old. It*s a 
nim idea, your going there." 

*' Do give me a few more rum ideas/' said 
Bessie. ^^I want to see everything of that 
sort. I am going to Hampton Court, 
irxci to Windsor, and to the Dulwich 
5-allery." 

Lord Lambeth seemed greatly amused. 

I wonder you don't go to the Rosherville 
^srdens." 

'^ Are they interesting ? " asked Bessie. 

*^ Oh, wonderful ! " 

*^ Are they very old ? That's all I care 
/' said Bessie. 



^* They are tremendously old ; they are all 
^Xling to ruins." 

"I think there is nothing so charming 
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as an old ruinous garden/' said l 
young girl. "We must certainly 
there.** 

Lord Lambeth broke out into merrimc 
"I say, Woodley," he cried, "here's IV 
Alden wants to go to the Roshen 
Gardens ! " 

Willie Woodley looked a little blank ; 
was caught in the fact of ignorance of 
apparently conspicuous feature of Lone 
life. But in a moment he turned it 
" Very well/' he said, " Til write for 
permit.'* 

Lord Lambeth's exhilaration increas 
" 'Gad, I believe you Americans would 
anywhere ! " he cried. 

"We wish to go to Parliamei 
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said Bessie. "That's one of the first 
things." 

^^ Oh, it would bore you to death ! " cried 
the young man. 
'^ We wish to hear you speak." 
**I never speak — except to young ladies," 
saici Lord Lambeth, smiling. 

Bessie Alden , looked at him awhile ; 
siixiling, too, in the shadow of her 
P^i^asol. "You are very strange," she 
^Xirmured. "I don't think I approve of 
y^xi." 

^ Ah, now, don't be severe. Miss Alden ! " 
^^id Lord Lambeth, smiling still more. 
Please don't be severe. I want you to like 
^^e— awfully." 

" To like you awfully ? You must not 
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laugh at me, then, when I make mistake 
I consider it my right — as a free-bor 
American — to make as many mistakes as 
choose." 

" Upon my word, I didn't laugh at you. 
said Lord Lambeth. 

"And not only that," Bessie went on 

" but I hold that all my mistakes shall be s 
down to my credit. You must think t! 
better of me for them." 

" I can't think better of you than I dc 
the young man declared. 

Bessie Alden looked at him a momer 
again. " You certainly speak very well t< 
young ladies. But why don't you addres 
the House ? — isn't that what they cal 
it?" 
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** Because I have nothing to say," said 
J^ord Lambeth. 

^* Haven't you a great position?" asked 
Bessie Alden. 

He looked a moment at the back of his 
glove. " ril set that down," he said, " as 
o^^e of your mistakes — to your credit." 
^^d, as if he disliked talking about his 
position, he changed the subject. " I wish 
you would let me go with you to the Tower, 
and to Hampton Court, and to all those 
other places." 
'^ We shall be most happy, " said Bessie. 
"And of course I shall be delighted to 
show you the Houses of Parliament — some 
day that suits you. There are a lot of things 
I want to do for you. I want you to have a 
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good time And I should like very muck 
to present some of my friends to you, if i 
wouldn't bore tou. Then it would b 
a:n'fuIlT kipd <^ vou to come down t 
Branches.'' 

"We are much obliged to you, Lo: 
Lambeth,"* said Bessie. ^ What 
Branches : ^ 

"It's a house in the country. 1 think yo 
might like it.^- 

WiDie Woodley and ^Irs Westgate, a- 
this moment, were sitting in silence, and thi 
yoimg man's ear caught these last words o 
Lord Lambeth's. "He's inviting Mis 
Bessie to one of his castles," he murmure* 
to hb companion. 

Mrs Westgate, foreseeing what she men 
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tally called " complications, " immediately 
got up; and the two ladies, taking leave 
of Lord Lambeth, returned, under Mr. 
Woodley's conduct, to Jones's Hotel. 
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V. 

Lord Lambeth came to see them on t 
morrow, bringing Percy Beaumont with h 
— the latter having instantly declared '. 
intention of neglecting none of the us 
offices of civility. This declaration, howev 
when his kinsman informed him of t 
advent of their American friends, had bee 
preceded by another remark. 

" Here they are, then, and you are i 

for it." 

"What am I in for?" demanded Loi 
Lambeth. 

" I will let your mother give it a nam 
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^^^h all respect to whom," added Percy 
"^autnont, " I must decline on this occasion 
"^ do any more police duty. Her Grace 
^ust look after you herself." 

**I will give her a chance," said her 
^race's son, a trifle grimly*. " I shall make 
Ler go and see them." 

'' She won't do it, my boy." 

*' We'll see if she doesn't," said Lord 
'^mbeth. 

^ut if Percy Beaumont took a sombre 
^\^ of the arrival of the two ladies at Jones's 
^^tel, he was sufficiently a man of the world 
offer them a smiling countenance. He 
-Xl into animated conversation — conversa- 
^^n, at least, that was animated on her side 
— with Mrs. Westgate, while his companion 
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made himself agreeable to the younger lady. 
Mrs. Westgate began confessing and pro- 
testing, declaring and expounding. 

"I must say London is a great deal 
brighter and prettier just now than it was 
when I was here last — in the month of 
November. There is evidently a great deal 
going on, and you seem to have a good 
many flowers. I have no doubt it is very 
charming for all you people, and that you 
amuse yourselves immensely. It is very 
good of you to let Bessie and me come and 
sit and look at you. I suppose you will 
think I am very satirical, but I must 
confess that that's the feeling I have in 
London." 

"I am afraid I don't quite understand 
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^^ what feeling you allude," said Percy 
Beaumont. 

** The feeling that it's all very well for you 
^S^ish people. Everything is beautifully 
^^^a-nged for you." 

*^ It seems to me it is very well for some 
^^^^ericans, sometimes," rejoined Beaumont. 

^^ For some of them, yes — if they like to 

^ patronised. But I must say I don't like 

^^ be patronised. I may be very eccentric 
^t\d undisciplined and unreasonable ; but I 

confess I never was fond of patronage. I 
like to associate with people on the same 
terms as I do in my own country ; that's a 
peculiar taste that I have. But here people 
seem to expect something else — Heaven 
knows what ! I am afraid you will think I 
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am very ungrateful, for I certainly hav' 

received a great deal of attention. The las 

time I was here, a lady sent me a messag 

that I was at liberty to come and see her." 

" Dear me, I hope you didn't go. 
observed Percy Beaumont. 

" You are deliriously ndif^ I must say thi 
for you ! " Mrs. Westgate exclaimed. ^* . 
must be a great advantage to you here \\ 
London. I suppose that if I myself had * 
little more naivete, I should enjoy it more 
I should be content to sit on a chair in tht 
Park, and see the people pass, and be tok 
that this is the Duchess of Suffolk, and tha 
is the Lord Chamberlain, and that I mu! 
be thankful for the privilege of beholdin 
them. I daresay it is very wicked an 
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critical of me to ask for anything else. But 
I was always critical, and I freely confess to 
the sin of being fastidious. I am told there 
is some remarkably superior second-rate 
society provided here for strangers. Merci ! 
I don't want any superior second-rate 
society. I want the society that I have 
*^cen accustomed to. 

*^ I hope you don't call Lambeth and me 
^cond-rate," Beaumont interposed. 

**0h, I am accustomed to you!" said 
-*^rs. Westgate. "Do you know that you 
*^nglish sometimes make the most wonderful 
speeches? The first time I came to 
I'Ondon, I went out to dine — as I told you, 
I have received a great deal of attention. 
After dinner, in the drawing-room, I had 
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some cxuiTcrsiikNi with an old lady; I 
assuir 3roa I had. I fixget what we talked 
about ; but she pr^endT said, in allusion to 
something we woe discussing^ 'Oh, you 
knov« the aiistociacT do so-and-so: but in 
one^s own dass of fife it is very difierent/ 
In one s own dass of life ! What is a poor 
unprotected American woman to do in a 
countiT where she is liable to have that sort 
of thing said to her ? ** 

**You seem to get hold of some very 
queer old ladies ; I compliment you on your 
acquaintance ! " Percy Beaumont exclaimed. 
'* If you are trying to bring me to admit 
that London is an odious place, you 11 not 
succeed. Fm extremely fond of it, and I 
think it the j oiliest place in the worlds 
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" Pour vous autres. I never said the 
contrary," Mrs. Westgate retorted. I make 
use of this expression because both inter- 
locutors had begun to raise their voices. 
Percy Beaumont naturally did not like to 
hear his country abused, and Mrs. Westgate, 
no less naturally, did not like a stubborn 
debater. 

" Hallo ! " said Lord Lambeth ; " what are 
they up to now?" And he came away 
from the window, where he liad been standing 
with Bessie Alden. 

" I quite agree with a very clever country- 
woman of mine," Mrs. Westgate continued, 
with charming ardour, though with imperfect 
relevancy. She smiled at the two gentlemen 
for a moment with terrible brightness, as if 
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to toss at their feet — upon their native heath 
— ^the gauntlet of defiance. ^^ For me, there 
are only two social positions worth speaking 
of — that of an American lady and that of 
the Emperor of Russia." 

" And what do you do with the American 
gentlemen ? " asked Lord Lambeth. 

"She leaves them in America!" said 
Percy Beaumont. 

On the departure of their visitors, Bessie 
Alden told her sister that Lord Lambeth 
would come the next day, to go with them 
to the Tower, and that he had kindly offered 
to bring his " trap," and drive them thither. 
Mrs. Westgate listened in silence to this 
communication, and for some time after- 
wards she said nothing. But at last, " If 
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you had not requested me the other day 

^ot to mention it," she began, "there is 

^niething I should venture to ask you." 

Bessie frowned a httle; her dark blue eyes 

were more dark tiian blue. But her sister 

wci^t on. "As it is, I will take the risk. 

Yovi are not in love with Lord Lambeth : I 

believe it, perfectly. Very good. But is 

there, by chance, any danger of your 

.becoming so ? It's a very simple question ; 

don't take offence. I have a particular 

reason," said Mrs. Westgate, " for wanting 

to know." 

Bessie Alden for some moments said 
nothing ; she only looked displeased. *^ No ; 
there is no danger," she answered at last, 
curtly. 
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"Then I should like to frighten them," 
declared Mrs. Westgate, clasping her 
jewelled hands. 

" To frighten whom ? " 

" All these people ; Lord Lambeth's family 
and friends." 

" How should you frighten them ? " asked 
the young girl. 

"It wouldn't be I — it would be you. 
It would frighten them to think that 
you should absorb his lordship's young 
affections." 

Bessie Alden, with her clear eyes still 
overshadowed by her dark brows, continued 
to interrogate. " Why should that frighten 
them?" 

Mrs. Westgate poised her answer with a 
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smile before delivering it. "Because they 
^hink you are not good enough. You 
^'■^ a charming girl, beautiful and amiable, 

• • 

^telligent and clever, and as bien-elevee as it 

*s p>ossible to be; but you are not a fit 

i^3.t:ch for Lord Lambeth." 

Bessie Alden was immensely disgusted. 

"^AThere do you get such extraordinary 

ideas ? " she asked. " You have said some 

Such strange things lately. My dear Kitty, 

Vvhere do you collect them ? 

Kitty was evidently enamoured of her 

idea. " Yes, it would put them on pins and 
needles, and it wouldn't hurt you. Mr. 

Beaumont is already most uneasy; I could 
soon see that.' 
The young girl meditated a moment. 
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" Do you. mean that they spy upon him — 
that they interfere with him ? " 

"I don't know what power they have to 
interfere, but I know that a British mamma 
may worry her son's life out." 

It has been intimated that, as regards 
certain disagreeable things, Bessie Alden had 
a fund of scepticism. She abstained on the 
present occasion from expressing disbelief, 
for she wished not to irritate her sister. 
But she said to herself that Kitty had been 
misinformed— that this was a traveller's tale. 
Though she was a girl of a lively imagina- 
tion, there could in the nature of things be, 
to her sense, no reality in the idea of her 
belonging to a vulgar category. What 
she said aloud was — "I must say that 
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in that case I am very sorry for Lord 

Lambeth." 

JMrs. Westgate, more and more exhilarated 
by her scheme, was smiUng at her again, 
"If I could only believe it was safe!" she 
exclaimed. "When you begin to pity him, 
h On my side, am afraid." 
*^ Afraid of what?" 
* ^ Of your pitying him too much." 

essie Alden turned away impatiently ; 
^* ^ at the end of a minute she turned back, 
hat if I should pity him too much ? " 
^^ ^ asked. 

^^Irs. Westgate hereupon turned away, 
*^^"^T after a moment's reflection she also 
^^^::::ed her sister again. "It would come, 
^"^er all, to the same thing," she said. 
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Lord Lambeth came the next day ' 
his trap, and the two ladies, attended 
WilUe Woodley, placed themselves ui 
his guidance and were conveyed eastw 
through some of the duskier portions of 
metropohs, to the great turreted dor 
which overlooks the London shipp: 
They all descended from their vehicle 
entered the famous enclosure ; and tl 
secured the services of a venerable beefea 
who, though there were many other cl^m: 
for legendary information, made a ] 
exclusive party of them and marched th 
through courts and corridors, throi 
armouries and prisons. He delivered 
usual peripatetic discourse, and they stop] 
and stared, and peeped and stooped, acco 
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to the official admonitions. Bessie 
en asked the old man in the crimson 
blet a great many questions ; she thought 
most fascinating place. Lord Lambeth 
in high good-humour; he was 
itantly laughing; he enjoyed what he 
Id have called the lark. Willie Woodley 
t looking at the ceilings and tapping the 
s with the knuckle of a pearl-grey glove ; 

Mrs. Westgate, asking at frequent 
irvals to be allowed to sit down and wait 

they came back, was as frequently 
rmed that they would never come back. 

a great many of Bessie's questions — 
fly on collateral points of English history 
ne ancient warder was naturaUy unable to 
y; whereupon she always appealed to 
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Lord Lambeth. But liis lordship was ve 
ignorant. He declared that he knew nothir 
about that sort of thing, and he seem 
greatly diverted at being treated as 
authority. 

" You can't expect every one to know t 
much as you," he said. 

^'I should expect you to know a gre^ 
deal more/' declared Bessie Alden. 

"Women always know more than me 
about names and dates, and that sort t 
thing, Lord Lambeth rejoined. "The 
was Lady Jane Grey we have just bet 
hearing about, who went in for Latin ai 
Greek and all the learning of her age." 

" You have no right to be ignorant, at 
events," said Bessie. 
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*' Why haven't I as good a right as any 
^neelse?" 

** Because you have lived in the midst of 
^I these things." 

^' What things do you mean ? Axes and 
'blocks and thumbscrews r " 

*^ All these historical things. You belong 
^0 a.n historical family." 

^* Bessie is really too historical," said Mrs, 
^estgate, catching a word of this dialogue. 

^*Yes, you are too historical/' said Lord 
^mbeth, laughing, but thankful for a 
'^^niula. **Upon my honour, you are too 

storical ! " 

fie went with the ladies a couple of days 

-r to Hampton Court, Willie Woodley 

ig also of the party. The afternoon was 

I 2 
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chinning, the fiuncMis hois&<diestnuts i 
in blossom, and Lord Lambeth, who q 
entered into the SfMiit of the cock 
excursionist, declared that it was a jolly 

place. Bessie Alden was in ecstasies; : 
went about murmuring and exclaiming. 

** Its too lovely," said the young girl, " 
too enchanting; it's too exactly what 
ought to be ! " 

At Hampton Court the little flocks 

visitors are not provided with an ofiicial bi 

wether, but are left to browse at discreti 

upon the local antiquities. It happened 

this manner that, in default of another 

formant, Bessie Alden, who on doubt 

questions was able to suggest a great ma 

alternatives, found herself again applying i 



AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 117 

iritellectual assistance to Lord Lambeth, 
ft ut he again assured her that he was utterly 
l^elpless in such matters — that his education 
'^ad been sadly neglected. 

"And I am sorry it makes you unhappy," 
he added in a moment. 

^^ You are very disappointing, Lord 
I'arnbeth," she said. 

Ah, now, don't say that ! '* he cried. 
'T'hat's the worst thing you could possibly 
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** No," she rejoined ; " it is not so bad as 
^ say that I had expected nothing of 

^^ I don't know. Give me a notion of the 
^^ of thing you expected." 

^^Well," said Bessie Alden, "that you 
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would be more what I should Hke to be — 

ff 

what I should try to be — in your place." 
"Ah, my place!" exclaimed Lord 

Lambeth; "you are always talking about 

my place," 

The young girl looked at him; he 

thought she coloured a little ; and for . a 

moment she made no rejoinder. 

"Does it strike you that I am always 

talking about your place ? " she asked. 

" I am sure you do it a great honour," he 

said, fearing he had been uncivil. 

" I have often thought about it," she went 

on after a moment. " I have often thought 

about your being an hereditary legislator. 

An hereditary legislator ought to know a 

great many things." 
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*' Not if he doesn't legislate." 

" But you will legislate ; it's absurd your 
saying you won't. You are very much 
looked up to here — I am assured of 
that." 

" I don't know that I ever noticed it." 

**It is because you are used to it, then. 
You ought to fill the place." 

"How do you mean, to fill it?" asked 
Lord Lambeth. 

" You ought to be very clever and 
brilliant, and to know almost everything." 

Lord Lambeth looked at her a moment. 
"Shall I tell you something?" he asked. 
A young man in my position, as you call 



t( 



it — " 



" I didn't invent the term, " interposed 
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Bessie Alden. " I have seen it in a great 
many books." 

^' Hang it, you are always at your books ! 
A fellow in my position, then, does very 
well, whatever he does. That's about what 
I mean to say." 

" Well, if your own people are content 
with you," said Bessie Alden, laughing, "it 
is not for me to complain. But I shall 
always think that, properly, you should have 
a great mind — a great character." 

" Ah, that's very theoretic ! " Lord 
Lambeth declared. " Depend upon it, that's 
a Yankee prejudice." 

" Happy the country," said Bessie Alden , 
"where even people's prejudices are so ele- 
vated ! " 
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^ VV'ell, after all, observed Lord Lambeth, 
'' ^ don't know that I am such a fool as you 
are trying to make me out," 

**I said nothing so rude as that; but I 
must repeat that you are disappointing." 

"My dear Miss Alden," exclaimed the 
young man, " I am the best fellow in the 
world ! " 

" Ah, if it were not for that ! " said Bessie 
Alden, with a smile. 

Mrs. Westgate had a good many more 
friends in London than she pretended, and 
before long she had renewed acquaintance 
with most of them. Their hospitality was 
extreme, so that, one thing leading to another, 
she began, as the phrase is, to go out. Bessie 
Alden, in this way, saw something of what 
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she found it, a great satisfaction to call to 
herself English society. She went to balls 
and danced, she went to dinners and talked, 
she went to concerts and listened (at 
concerts Bessie always listened), she went 
to exhibitions and wondered. Her enjoy- 
ment was keen and her curiosity insatiable, 
and, grateful in general for all her oppor- 
tunities, she especially prized the privilege of 
meeting certain celebrated persons — authors 
and artists, philosophers and statesmen — of 
whose renown she had been a humble and 
distant beholder, and who now, as a part 
of the habitual furniture of London drawing- 
rooms, struck her as stars fallen from the 
firmament and become palpable — revealing 
also, sometimes, on contact, quaUties not 
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^^ have been predicted of bodies sidereal. 
^^ssie, who knew so many of her contem- 
poraries by reputation, had a good many 
P^i^sonal disappointments ; but, on the other 
^^^d, she had innumerable satisfactions and 
^'^tliusiasms, and she communicated the 
^^^otions of either class to a dear friend, of 
^^r own sex, in Boston, with whom she was 
^^ voluminous correspondence. Some of her 
^^flections, indeed, she attempted to impart 
to Lord Lambeth, who came almost every 
day to Jones's Hotel, and whom Mrs. 
Westgate admitted to be really devoted. 
Captain Littledale, it appeared, had gone 
to India; and of several others of Mrs. 
Westgate's ex-pensioners — gentlemen who, 
as she said, had made, in New York, a 
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dsiyhosst of her dans^-room — no tiding 
v's^r to tie oiscaiacd; but Lord Lambe^^ 
iTK cznaahr jLLcniitc coaa^ to make ^ 
ibr die arrkVnnl absences, the sb 
-mtmmes. al the other irr^ularities, 
ererr ooe cfce. He drore them in th»-^ 
Paik, he took them to risit private col-^^ 
kctioQS of pictures^ and haruig a bouse o9^ 
his own, inrited them to dinner. Mn^^ 
Westgate, fbUowing the fashion of many^ 
of her compatriots, caused herself and her:^ 
sister to be presented at the English Cour^ 
by her diplomatic representative — for ii 
was in this manner that she alluded 
to the American Minister to England, 
inquiring what on earth he was put 
tliere for, if not to make the proper 
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arrangements for one's going to a Drawing 
Room. 

Lord Lambeth declared that he hated 

Drawing Rooms, but he participated in the 
ceremony on the day on which the two 
ladies at Jones's Hotel repaired to Bucking- 
ham Palace in a remarkable coach which his 
lordship had sent to fetch them. He had 
on a gorgeous uniform, and Bessie Alden 
was particularly struck with his appearance 
— especi'ally when on her asking him, rather 
foolishly as she felt, if he were a loyal 
subject, he repHed that he was a loyal sub- 
ject to her. This declaration was empha- 
sised by his dancing with her at a royal ball 
to which the two ladies afterwards went, and 
was not impaired by the fact that she 
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thought he danced very ilL He seemed 
her wonderfuDy kind; she asked herse 
with growing vivacity, why he should be 
kind. It was his disposition — that seeme 
the natural answer. She had told her siste 
that she liked him very much, and now tha 
she liked him more she wondered wh} 
She liked him for his disposition; to thi 
question as well that seemed the naturj 
answer. When once the impressions c 
London life began to crowd thickly upo 
her she completely forgot her sister's wan 
ing about the cynicism of public opinioj 
It had given her great pain at the moment 
but there was no particular reason why sh 
should remember it; it corresponded tc 
little with any sensible reality ; and it w 
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disagreeable to Bessie to remember disagree- 
able things. So she was not haunted with 
the sense of a vulgar imputation. She was 
not in love with Lord Lambeth — she assured 
herself of that. It will immediately be 
observed that when such assurances become 
necessary the state of a young lady's affec- 
tions is already ambiguous; and indeed 
Bessie Alden made no attempt to dissimulate 
— to herself, of course — a certain tenderness 
that she felt for the young nobleman. She 
said to herself that she liked the type to 
which he belonged — the simple, candid, 
manly, healthy English temperament. She 
spoke to herself of him as women speak of 
young men they like — alluded to his bravery 
(which she had never in the least seen 
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tested), to his honesty and gentlemanline^ 
and was not silent upon the subject of i 
good looks. She was perfectly consciou 
moreover, that she liked to think of fa 
more adventitious merits — that her imagii 

* 

ation was excited and gratified by the sig] 
of a handsome young man endowed wi' 
such large opportunities — opportunities si 
hardly knew for what, but, as she suppose 
for doing great things — for setting ; 
example, for exerting an influence, for co 
ferring happiness, for encouraging the ar 
She had a kind of ideal of conduct for 
young man who should find himself in tl 
magnificent position, and she tried to ad^ 
it to Lord Lambeth's deportment, as y 
might attempt to fit a silhouette in c 



AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 129 

paper upon a shadow projected upon a wall. 
But Bessie Alden's silhouette refused to coin- 
cide with his lordship s image ; and this 
want of harmony sometimes vexed her more 
tliaji she thought reasonable. When he was 
absent it was of course less striking — then 
te seemed to her a sufficiently graceful 
combination of high responsibilities and 
amiable qualities. But when he sat there 
^^tiiin sight, laughing and talking with his 
^^tomary good humour and simplicity, she 
Measured it more accurately, and she felt 
^*^tely that if Lord Lambeth's position was 
iieroic, there was but little of the hero in the 
y^Ung man himself. Then her imagination 
^^dered away from him — very far away; 

^^ it was an incontestable fact that at such 
Vol. II. K 
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moments be seemed cfisdncdv duIL I 

afraid that while Bessie s imaginadon wa„ 

thus invidiouslT roaming, she cannot hav^^ 

been herself a very HvelT companion ; but i* 

mav weQ have been that these occaaonal fic^ 

of indifierence seemed to Lord Lambeth ^ 

part of the young girTs personal charm. I ^ 

had been a part of this charm from the firs^ 

that he felt that she judged him anc:^ 

measured him more freely and irresponsibly 

— more at her ease and her leisure, as it wer:" 

— than several young ladies with whom t"»- 

had been on the whole about as intimati^ 

To feel this, and yet to feel that she al^^ 

liked him, was very agreeable to Lox^^ 

Lambeth. He fancied he had compass^^ 

that gratification so desirable to young m 
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^f title ^d fortune — being liked for himself. 

*^ is trae that a cynical counsellor might 

nave whispered to him, " Liked for yourself ? 

J^es ; but not so very much ! '* He had, at any 

^*te, the constant hope of being liked more. 

It may seem, perhaps, a trifle singular — 

^^t it is nevertheless true — that Bessie 

-^Iden, when he struck her as dull, devoted 

some time, on grounds of conscience, to 

^''ying to like him more. I say on grounds 

^* Conscience, because she felt that he had 

oeex^ extremely *^ nice " to her sister, and 

"^^^iise she reflected that it was no more 

thatx fair that she should think as well of 

^^^ as he thought of her. This eflfort was 

possibly sometimes not . so successful as it 

might have been, for the result of it was 

K 2 
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occasionally a vague irritation, which ex- 
pressed itself in hostile criticism of several 
British institutions. Bessie Alden went to 
some entertainments at which she met Lord 
Lambeth ; but she went to others at which 
his lordship was neither actually nor potenti* 
ally present; and it was chiefly on these 
latter occasions that she encountered those 
literary and artistic celebrities of whom 
mention has been made. After a while she 
reduced the matter to a prmciple. If. Lord 
Lambeth should appear anywhere, it was a 
symbol that there would be no poets and 
philosophers; and in consequence — for it 
was almost a strict consequence — she used to 
enumerate to the young man these objects 
of her admiration. 
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You seem to be awfully fond of that 

^ort of people,** said Lord Lambeth one 

^y, as if the idea had just occurred to 
hi 



* They are the people in England I am 
St curious to see,** Bessie Alden replied. 

* I suppose that's because you have read 
much,'* said Lord Lambeth, gallantly. 

^* I have not read so much. It is because 
^^ think so much of them at home.** 

"Oh, I see!" observed the young 
^^^==^ bleman. "In Boston.** 

"Not only in Boston; everywhere," said 
^ssie. "We hold them in great honour; 
^^ey go to the best dinner-parties." 

" I dare say you are right. I can*t say I 
Vnow many of them." 
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"It's a pity you don't," Bessie Alden 
declared, " It would do you good." 

" I dare say it would," said Lord Lambeth, 
very humbly. " But I must say I don't like 
the looks of some of them." 

" Neither do I — of some of them. But 
there are all kinds, and many of them are 
charming." 

" I have talked with two or three of them," 
the young man went on, *^and I thought 
they had a kind of fawning manner." 

" Why should they fawn ? " Bessie 
Alden demanded. 

" I'm sure I don't know. Why, indeed ? " 

"Perhaps you only thought so," said 
Bessie. 

"Well, of course,", rejoined her com- 
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P^^ion, " that's a kind of thing that can t be 



«€ 



In America they don't fawn," said 



^^ssie. 

^^Ah! well, then, they must be better 
^^mpany." 

Bessie was silent a moment. " That is 
^^ne of the things I don't like about 
^^ngland," she said ; " your keeping the 
distinguished people apart." 
" How do you mean, apart ? " 
" Why, letting them come only to certain 
places. You never see them." 

Lord Lambeth looked at her a moment. 
" What people do you mean ? " 

"The eminent people — the authors and 
artists — ^the clever people.*' 
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"Oh, there are other eminent people d 
sides those ! " said Lord Lambeth. 

"Well, you certainly keep them apar^/ 
repeated the yomig girL 

"And there are other clever peopl^^ 
added Lord Lambeth, simply. 

Bessie Alden looked at him, and she gav^^ 
a light laugh. " Not many," she said. 

On another occasion — just after a dinnert*"- 
party — she told him that there was son^^- 
thing else in England she did not like. ^ 

"Oh, I say!" he cried; "haven't you 
abused us enough? 

"I have never abused you at all," said 
Bessie ; ** but I don t like your precedence.'' 

" It isn't my precedence ! " Lord Lambeth 
declared, laughing. 



^'^ 
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^es, it is yours — just exactly yours; and 

i 

I ^ t^^ink it's odious," said Bessie. 
' ^I never saw such a young lady for 

discussing things! Has some one had the 
^^Pudence to go before you?" asked his 
'^^dship. 

^It is not the going before me that I 
^Ject to," said Bessie ; " it is their thinking 
^^t they have a right to do it — a right 
^at I should recognise." 

"I never saw such a young lady as you 
^I'e for not * recognising.' I have no doubt 
^lie thing is beastly, but it saves a lot of 
trouble." 

" It makes a lot of trouble. It's horrid ! " 
5aid Bessie. 

" But how would you have the first people 
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go?" asked Lord Lambeth. "They can't 
go last." 

"Whom do you mean by the first 
people ? " 

"Ah, if you mean to question first 
principles ! " said Lord Lambeth. 

^^If those are your first principles, no 
wonder some of your arrangements are 
horrid," observed Bessie Alden, with a very 
pretty ferocity. " I am a young girl, so of 
course I go last ; but imagine what Kitty 
must feel on being informed that she is not 
at liberty to budge until certain other ladies 
have passed out I " 

*^Oh, I say, she is not informed'!" 
cried Lord Lambeth. "No one would do 
such a thing as that." 
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"She is made to feel it," the young girl 
insisted — "as if they were afraid she would 
make a rush for the door. No, you have a 
lovely covuitry," said Bessie Alden, "but 
your precedence is horrid." 

"I certainly shouldn't think your sister 
would like it," rejoined Lord Lambeth, with 
even exaggerated gravity. But Bessie Alden 
could induce him to enter no formal protest 
against this repulsive custoni, which he 
seemed to think an extreme convenience. 
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Vl. 

PUiCr BEAriioxT all this time had been a 
Terr much le^ fieqocnt yisitor at Jones's 
Heed th&n his noble kinsman ; he had in 
fiu^ dlkd bat twice upon the two American 
bdies. LcNrd Lambeth, idio often saw him, 
rqpcodicfaed him with his neglect, and 
dedw^i that aldiongh >Iis. Westgate had 
said nothing about it, he was sure that she 
was secredy wounded by it. "She suffers 
too much to ^peak,' said Lord Lambeth. 

"That^s all gammon," said Percy 
Beaumont ; " there's a fimit to idiat people 
can suffer I" And,- thou^ sending no 
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apologies to Jones's Hotel, he undertook in 
a manner to explain his absence. " You are 
always there," he said; "and that's reason 
eaough for my not going." 

" I don't see why. There is enough for 
both of us." 

" I don't care to be a witness of your — 
your reckless passion," said Percy Beaumont. 
Lord Lambeth looked at him with a cold 
eye, and for a moment said nothing. " It's 
not so obvious as you might suppose," he 
rejoined, dryly, "considering what a demon- 
strative beggar I am." 

'* I don't want to know anything about 
it — nothing whatever," said Beaumont. 
" Your mother asks me every time she sees 
me whether I believe you are really lost — 
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and Lady Pimlico does the same. I pref^^^ 
to be able to answer that I know nothinf 





about it — that I never go there. I sta 
away for consistency's sake. As I said tb 
other day, they must look after you thenu — 
selves." 

"You are devilish considerate," said Lor"<d 
Lambeth. *^ They never question me." 

"They are afraid of you. They are 
afraid of irritating you and making you 
worse. So they go to work very cautiously^, 
and, somewhere or other, they get theixr 
information. They know a great dea^^ 
about you. They know that you hav^^^ 
been with those ladies to the dome of Str^"^ 
Paul's and — ^where was the other place P—t 
the Thames Tunnel." 
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^^f all their knowledge is as accurate as 
^"^^5 it must be very valuable," said Lord 
Lambeth. 

^ Well, at any rate, they know that you 

"^Ve been visiting the 'sights of the 

"^^tropolis.' They think — very naturally, 

^ it seems to me — ^that when you take to 

^Siting the sights of the metropolis with a 

kittle American girl, there is serious cause for 

^^rtn." Lord Lambeth responded to this 

^^tirnation by scornful laughter, and his 

^^ttipanion continued, after a pause : " I said 

•'^^t: now I didn't want to know anything 

^ ^^ut the affair ; but I will confess that I 

^^^ curious to learn whether you propose to 

^-rry Miss Bessie Alden." 

On this point Lord Lambeth gave his 
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interlocutor no immediate satisfaction; he 
was musing, with a frown. " By Jove," he 
said, "they go rather too far. They shall 
find me dangerous — I promise them." 

Percy Beaumont began to laugh. " You 
don't redeem your promises. You said the 
other day you would make your mother 
call." 

Lord Lambeth continued to meditatre 
"I asked her to call," he said, simply. 

" And she declined ? " 

" Yes, but she shall do it yet." 

^* Upon my word," said Percy Beaumont:, 
" if she gets much more frightened I believe 
she will." Lord Lambeth looked at him, 
and he went on. " She will go to the girt 
herself." 
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**How do you mean, she will go to 
her?" 

^'She will beg her off, or she will bribe 
her. She will take strong measures." 

lord Lambeth turned away in silence, 

^'^d his companion watched him take twenty 

^^cps and then slowly return. " I have 

^^vited Mrs. Westgate and Miss Alden to 

^^^.nches," he said, " and this evening I shall 

^^rne a day." 

And shall you invite your mother and 
yo\xr sisters to meet them?" 
^^ Explicitly ! " 

** That will set the Duchess off," said 
^iTcy Beaumont. " I suspect she will 
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She may do as she pleases/' 

VOL. II. 
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Beaumont looked at Lord Lamberfi- 
*' You do really propose to many the littl^ 
sister, then ? " 

"I like the way you talk about it!" criei 
the young man. "She won't gobble m-- ^^ 
down ; don't be afraid." 

" She won't leave you on your knees,^ ^^ 
said Percy Beaumont. " What is t\w^^ 
inducement ? " 

"You talk about proposing — wait till / 
have proposed," Lord Lambeth went on. 

"That's right, my dear fellow; thm./7i: 
about it," said Percy Beaumont. 

"She's a charming girl," pursued his 
lordship. 

" Of course she's a charming girl. I don't 
know a girl more charming, intrinsically. 
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Sut there are other charming girls nearer 
home." 

**I like her spirit," observed Lord Lam- 
beth, almost as if he were trying to torment 
^s cousin. 

^^ What's the peculiarity of her spirit ? " 
*^ She's not afraid, and she says things out, 
^^ci she thinks herself as good as any one. 
*^€ is the only girl I have ever seen that was 
^^t dying to marry me." 

*^How do you know that, if you haven't 
^^ked her? 

" I don't know how ; but I know it." 
" I am sure she asked me question s 
Enough about your property and your titles," 
said Beaumont. 

^ She has asked me questions, too ; no 
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end of them/' Lord Lambeth admitted. 
" But she asked for information, don't joix 
know." 

" Information ? Ay, Fll warrant she wantec3- 
it. Depend upon it that she is dying ti 
marry you just as much and just as little 
all the rest of them." 

" I shouldn't like her to refuse me — ^ 
shouldn't like that." 

" If the thing would be so disagreeable, 
then, both to you and to her, in Heavein's 
name leave it alone," said Percy Beaumont . 

Mrs. Westgate, on her side, had plenty to 
say to her sister about the rarity of Mr. 
Beaumont's visits and the non-appearance of 
the Duchess of Bayswater. She professed, 
however, to derive more satisfaction from 
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this latter circumstance than she could have 

done from the most lavish attentions on the 

part of this great lady. " It is most marked,'' 

she said, " most marked. It is a delicious 

proof that we have made them miserable. 

T*he day we dined with Lord Xambeth I was 

^'Gally sorry for the poor fellow," It will 

^ave been gathered that the entertainment 

offered by Lord Lambeth to his American 

*^^nds had not been graced by the presence 

^^ his anxious mother. He had invited 

^^eral choice spirits to meet them ; but the 

Indies of his immediate family were to Mrs. 

Westgate's sense — a sense, possibly, morbidly 

acute — conspicuous by their absence. 

"I don't want to express myself in a 
manner that you dislike," said Bessie Alden ; 
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" but I don't know why you should have 
many theories about Lord Lambeth's poor 
mother. You know a great many young 
men in New York without knowing their 
mothers." 

Mrs. Westg^te looked at her sister, and 
then turned away. " My dear Bessie, you 
are superb ! " she said. 

" One thing is certain," the young girl 
continued. " If I believed I were a cause 
of annoyance — however unwitting — to Lord 
Lambeth's family, I should insist " 

" Insist upon my leaving England," said 
Mrs. Westgate. 

"No, not that. I want to go to the 
National Gallery again ; I want to see 
Stratford-on-Avon and Canterbury Cathe- 
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dral. But I should insist upon his coming 
to see us no more.** 

**That would be very modest and very 
pretty of you — but you wouldn't do it 
now;* 

**Why do you say ^now'?" asked 
-"^^ssie Alden. "Have I ceased to be 
"Modest?" 

** You care for him too much. A month 

^So^ when you said you didn't, I believe it 

^^ quite true. But at present, my dear 

^*^ld," said Mrs. Westgate, "you wouldn't 

*^^d it quite so simple a matter never to 

see Lord Lambeth again. I have seen it 

coming on." 

• -« v-.n " said Bessie. " You 
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5^ ___- , V.P perverse, 

.ejoinea her sister. ^^^^^. __^^_ .f y„„ 

„ I kno« torrr betre , ^ ^^ ^ ^^^ ,,;„ 

„ean *< said Bess-e- ^^^ ^_^^^^^ 

xi,nt 1 don t ^1**^ 4 

'"^ ""*• IC or him «i* his amay. 

However, 1 ^on ^^ ^^ ^ Viowever \ 

. 1 l\^e the way Y^^ ^^ ^^^^^ ^^ 

Mrs. Wesr^are e^i^rned. 



.ouWnotnrarryhim'" 



, « caid tbe youths &'''• 
'"''^'°' for a moment, see. 

Mrs. Westgate, ^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^, 

, u^-hy not, ptay . 
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01 ^^^^ts which has just been narrated, the 

ladles at Jones's Hotel received from his 

lordship a wi-itten invitation to pay their 

projected visit to Branches Castle on the 

foUoAving Tuesday. " I think I have made 

^P ^ very pleasant party," the young noble- 

^'^ said. " Several people whom you 
^^Mr, and my mother and sisters, who have 

long been regrettably prevented from 

dicing your acquaintance." Bessie Alden 

^^t no time in calling her sister's attention 

^^ the injustice she had done the Duchess 

of Bayswater, whose hostility was now 

proved to be a vain illusion. 

"Wait till you see if she comes," said 
Mrs. Westgate. "And if she is to meet 
us at her son's house the obligation 
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was all the greater for her to call 



upon 



Bessie had not to wait long, and it 
appeared that Lord Lambeth's mother now 
accepted Mrs. Westgate's view of her duties. 
On the morrow, early in the afternoon, two 
cards were brought to the apartment of the 
American ladies — one of them bearing the 
name of the Duchess of Bayswater and 
the other that of the Countess of Pimlico. 
Mrs. Westgate glanced at the clock. "It 
is not yet four," she said ; " they have 
come early ; they wish to see us. We will 
receive them." And she gave orders that 
her visitors should be admitted. A few 
moments later they were introduced, and 
there was a solemn exchange of amenities. 
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-^ne Duchess was a large lady, with a fine 
TCslx colour ; the Countess of Pimlico was 
^ ^^y pretty and elegant. 
T*lie Duchess looked about her as she 
^^^ down — looked not especially at Mrs. 
^stgate. " I dare say my son has told 
^ ^Vi that I have been wanting to come and 
you," she observed. 
^^ You are very kind," said Mrs. West- 
^^, vaguely — her conscience not allowing 
^t* to assent to this proposition — and 
^^^eed not permitting her to enunciate her 
^^"^^n with any appreciable emphasis. 

^*He says you were so kind to him in 
-^nierica," said the Duchess. 

*^^We are very glad," Mrs. Westgate 
''^plied, "to have been able to make him 
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a little more — a little less — a little mof^ 
comfortable." 

'* I think he stayed at your house," 
remarked the Duchess of Bayswater, looking 
at Bessie Alden. 

"A very short time," said Mrs. West- 
gate. 

" Oh ! " said the Duchess ; and she con- 
tinued to look at Bessie, who was engaged 
in conversation with her daughter. 

" Do you like London ? " Lady Pimlico 
had asked of Bessie, after looking at her a 
good deal — at her face and her hands, her 
dress and her hair. 

" Very much indeed," said Bessie. 

'^ Do you like this hotel ? " 

" It is very comfortable," said Bessie. 
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** Do you like stopping at hotels ? " 
^^ quired Lady Pimlico, after a pause. 

** I am very fond of travelling/' Bessie 

answered, " and I suppose hotels are a 
'^^^essary part of it. But they are not the 
P^t^t I am fondest of." 

**Oh, I hate travelling!" said the 
^^^^xintess of Pimlico, and transferred her 
■^ntion to Mrs. Westgate. 
^^My son tells me you are going to 
"^ Ranches," the Duchess presently resumed. 

*^Lord Lambeth has been so good as 

^^^ ask us/' said Mrs. Westgate, who per- 

^^ived that her visitor had now begun to 

^^^ok at her, and who had her customary 

^PPy consciousness of a distinguished 

^Jipearance. The only mitigation of he 
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felicity on this point was that, having 
inspected her visitor's own costume, she said 
to herself, '^She won't know how well I 
am dressed ! " 

"He has asked me to go, but I am 
not sure I shall be able," murmured the 
Duchess. 

" He had offered us the p the 

prospect of meeting you," said Mrs. West- 
gate. 

" I hate the country at this season," 
responded the Duchess. 

Mrs. Westgate gave a little shrug. "I 
think it is pleasanter than London." 

But the Duchess's eyes were absent again ; 
she was looking very fixedly at Bessie. In a 
moment she slowly rose, walked to a chair 
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3.t Stood empty at the young girl's right 
3.iid, and silently seated herself. As she 
^9^ a majestic, voluminous woman, this 
^ttle transaction had, inevitably, an air of 
Somewhat impressive intention. It diffused 
^ certain awkwardness, which Lady Pimlico, 
as a sympathetic daughter, perhaps desired 
to rectify in turning to Mrs. Westgate. 

^ I dare say you go out a great deal," she 
observed. 

"No, very little. We are strangers, and 
we didn't come here for society." 

" I see," said Lady Pimlico. " It's rather 
nice in town just now." 

" It's charming," said Mrs. Westgate. 
^'But we only go to see a few people — 
whom wc like." 
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"Of course one can't like every one,'* 
said Lady Pimlico. 

"It depends upon one's society," Mrs. 
Westgate rejoined. 

The Duchess, meanwhile, had addressed 
herself to Bessie. " My son tells me the 
young ladies in America are so clever." 

"I am glad they made so good an 
impression on him," said Bessie, smiling. 

The Duchess was not smiling ; her 

large fresh face was very tranquil. " He 

is very susceptible," she said. "He thinks 

every one clever, and sometimes they 
are. 

" Sometimes," Bessie assented, smiling 

still. 

The Duchess looked at her a little 



1 



I 

t 



f 



AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. i6i 

^d then went on — ^^ Lambeth is very sus- 
ceptible, but he is very volatile, too.*" 
*' Volatile ? " asked Bessie. 
'He is very inconstant. It won't do to 
^^Pend on him." 

''Ah!" said Bessie; "I don't recognise 
that description. We have depended on 
iiim greatly — my sister and I — and he has 
never disappointed us." 

^'He will disappoint you yet," said the 
Duchess. 

Bessie gave a little laugh, as if she were 
amused at the Duchess's persistency. " I 
suppose it will depend on what we expect 
of him." 

" The less you expect the better," Lord 
Lambeth's mother declared. 

VOL. n. M 



i62 JAN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 

" Well," said Bessie, " we expect nothing 
unreasonable." 

The Duchess, for a moment, was silent, 
though she appeared to have more to say. 
"Lambeth says, he has seen so much of 
you," she presently began. 

"He has been to see us very often — he 
has been very kind," said Bessie Alden. 

" I dare say you are used to that. I 
am told there is a great deal of that in 
America." 

" A great deal of kindness ? " the young 
girl inquired, smiling. 

" Is that what you call it ? I know you 
have different expressions." 

"We certainly don't always understand 
each other," said Mrs. Westgate, the 
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termination of whose interview with Lady 
iTilico allowed her to give her attention 
^^ their elder visitor. 

I am speaking of the young men 
'filing so much upon the young ladies," 
' Duchess explained. 

•*But surely in England," said Mrs. 

estgate, " the young ladies don't call 

on the young men ? " 

Some of them do — almost ! " Lady 

^^iilico declared. " When the young men 

a great partL 

Bessie, you must make a note of that/' 

^^ Mrs. Westgate. "My sister," she 

^^d, "is a model traveller. She writes 

^^^11 all the curious facts she hears, in a 

^^ book she keeps for the purpose." 
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The Duchess was a little flushed; she 
looked all about the room, while her 
daughter turned to Bessie. ^^My brother 
told us you were wonderfully clever," said 
Lady Pimlico. 

*He should have said my sister," Bessie 

•answered — ^^^when she says such things as 
that." 

" Shall you be long at Branches ? " the 
Duchess asked, abruptly, of the young 
girl. 

"Lord Lambeth has asked us for three 
days,** said Bessie. 

" I shall go,** the Duchess declared, ^^ and 
my daughter too/' 

" That will be charming ! " Bessie rejoined. 

" Delightful ! " murmured Mrs. Westgate. 
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i shall expect to see a deal of you. 

the Duchess continued. ^^When I go to 

Branches I monopolise my son's guests." 

"They must be most happy," said Mrs. 

Westgate, very graciously. 

" I want immensely to see it — to see the 

Castle," said Bessie to the Duchess. ** I 

have never seen one — in England at least ; 
and you know we have none in America." 

*^ Ah ! you are fond of castles ? ** inquired 
her Grace. 

" Immensely ! " replied the young girl. 
'^ It has been the dream of my life to live 
in one." 

The Duchess looked at her a moment, 
as if she hardly knew how to take this 
assurance, which, from her Grace's point 
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of view, was either very artless or very 
audacious. " Well/' she said, rising, " I 
will show you Branches myself." And 
upon this the two great ladies took their 
departure. 

"What did they mean by it?" asked 
Mrs. Westgate, when they were gone. 

"They meant to be polite/' said Bessie, 
" because we are going to meet them." 

"It is too late to be polite/' Mrs. 
Westgate replied, almost grimly. "They 
meant to overawe us by their fine manners 
and their grandeur, and to make you Idcher 
prise J^ 

" Ldcher prise ? What strange things 
you say I " murmured Bessie Alden. 

^'They meant to snub us, so that we 
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shouldn't dare to go to Branches," Mrs. 
*^estgate continued. 

^^On the contrary," said Bessie, "the 
^^chess offered to show me the place 
self." 

^ Yes, you may depend upon it she won't 
you out of her sight. She will show you 
place from morning till night." 
" You have a theory for everything," said 
ssie. 



"And you apparently have none for 
^^^^ything." 

" I saw no attempt to ^ overawe ' us," said 
le yoimg girl. "Their manners were not 



ne. 



"They were not even good!" Mrs, 
AVestgate declared. 
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Bessie was silent awhile, but in a few 
moments she observed that she had a very 
good theory. " They came to look at me ! ^ 
she said, as if this had been a very ingenious 
hypothesis. Mrs. Westgate did it justice ; 
she greeted it with a smile and pronounced 
it most brilliant ; while in reality she felt that 
the young girl's scepticism, or her charity, 
or, as she had sometimes called it, appropri- 
ately, her idealism, was proof against irony. 
Bessie, however, remained meditative all the 
rest of that day and well on into the 
morrow. 

On the morrow, before lunch, Mrs. West- 
gate had occasion to go out for an hour, and 
left her sister writing a letter. When she 
came back she met Lord Lambeth at the 
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^oor of the hotel, coining away. She 
Ought he looked slightly embarrassed ; he 
certainly very grave. '^I am sorry to 
missed you. Won't you come back ? " 
: asked. 

^ No," said the young man, " I can't. I 
^^e seen your sister. I can never come 
c^k." Then he looked at her a moment, 
<i took her hand. " Good-bye, Mrs. 
estgate,** he said. "You have been very 
^^d to me.'* And with what she thought a 
^^^ange, sad look in his handsome young 
^^^5 he turned away. 

She went in and she found Bessie still 

^^ting her letter; that is, Mrs. Westgate 

P^^ceived she was sitting at the table with 

^^ pen in her hand and not writing. 
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"Lord Lambeth has been here/* said the 
elder lady at last. 

Then Bessie got up and showed her a 
pale, serious face. She bent this face upon 
her sister for some time, confessing silently 
and, a little, pleading. "I told him," she 
said at last, "that we could not go to 
Branches." 

Mrs. Westgate displayed just a spark of 
irritation. "He might have waited," she 
said with a smile, "till one had seen the 
Castle." Later, an hour afterwards, she said, 
"Dear Bessie, I wish you might have 
accepted him." 

" I couldn't," said Bessie, gently. 

"He is a dear good fellow," said Mrs. 
Westgate. 




AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE. 171 

^ couldn't/ Bessie repeated. 

^ If it is only," her sister added, " because 
^^se women will think that they succeeded 
"^that they paralysed us ! " 

Bessie Alden turned away ; but presently 
she added, " They were interesting ; I should 
have liked to see them again." 

"So should I!" cried Mrs. Westgate, 
significantly. 

"And I should have liked to see the 
Castle," said Bessie. "But now we must 
leave England," she added. 

Her sister looked at her. "You will 
not wait to go to the National Gallery ? " 

"Not now." 

" Nor to Canterbury Cathedral ? " 

Bessie reflected a moment. "We can 
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Stop there on our way to Paris/' she 
said. 

Lord Lambeth did not tell Percy Beau- 
mont that the contingency he was not 
prepared at all to like had occurred ; but 
Percy Beaumont, on hearing that the two 
ladies had left London, wondered with some 
intensity what had happened; wondered, 
that is, until the Duchess of Bayswater came, 
a little, to his assistance. The two ladies 
went to Paris, and Mrs. Westgate beguiled 
he journey to that city by repeating several 
times, "That's what I regret; they will 
think they petrified us." But Bessie Alden 
seemed to regret nothing. 
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^ Saw her only four times, but I remember 
^*^^m vividly ; she made an impression upon 
I thought her very pretty and very 
resting — a charming specimen of a type. 



^im very sorry to hear of her death ; and 



:, when I think of it, why should I be 
'ry? The last time I saw her she was 

^^rtainly not But I will describe all 

^Vir meetings in order. 

I. 
. -J^HE. first one took place in the country, 
^t: a little tea-party, one snowy night. It 
^Xiust have been some seventeen years ago. 
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My friend Latouche, going to spend 
Christmas with his mother, had persuaded 
me to go with him, and the good lady 
had given in our honour the entertainment 
of which I speak. To me it was really 
entertaining; I had never been in the 
depths of New England at that season. It 
had been snowing all day and the drifts 
were knee-high. I wondered how the ladies 
had made their way to the house ; but I per- 
ceived that at Grimwinter a conversazione 
offering the attraction of two gentlemen 
from New York was felt to be worth an 
an effort. 

Mrs. Latouche in the course of the 
evening asked me if I "didn't want to" 
show the photographs to some of the young 
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ies. The photographs were in a couple 
great portfolios, and had been brought 
me by her son, who, like myself, was 
ely returned from Europe. I looked 
ind and was struck with the fact that 
5st of the young ladies weref provided 
h an object of interest more absorbing 
n the most vivid sun-picture. But there 
i a person standing alone near the 
ntel-shelf, and looking round the room 
h a small, gentle smile which seemed 
odds, somehow, with her isolation. I 
>ked at her a moment, and then said, " I 
5uld like to show them to that yonng lady." 
^ Oh yes," said Mrs. Latouche, " she 
just the person. She doesn't care for 
ting; I will speak to her." 

VOL. II. N 
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be doubted if she had ever seen a Greek 
st.^ She was " artistic," I suspected, so far 
Grimwinter allowed such tendencies. She 
1 a soft, surprised eye, and thin lips, with 
y pretty teeth. Round her neck she 
re what ladies call, I believe, a 
iiche," fastened with a very small pin in 
k coral, and in her hand she carried a 
made of plaited straw and adorned with 
k ribbon. She wore a scanty black silk 
^s. She spoke with a kind of soft pre- 
ion, showing her white teeth between her 
rrow but tender-looking lips, and she 
nied extremely pleased, even a little flut- 
-d, at the prospect of my demonstrations, 
ese went forward very smoothly, after I 
i moved the portfolios out of their corner 
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>" in a little quick, confidential whisper. 

Ut after that, though she never took her 

yes off the pictures, she said so little that 

i was afraid she was bored. Accordingly, 

after we had finished one portfolio, I offered, 

if she desired it, to desist. I felt that she 

was not bored, but her reticence puzzled me 

and I wished to make her speak. I turned 

round to look at her, and saw that there 

was a faint flush in each of her cheeks. She 

was waving her little fan to and fro. 

Instead of looking at me she fixed her eyes 

upon the other portfolio, which was leaning 

against the table. 

" Won't you show me that ? " she asked, 
with a little tremor in her voice. I could 

almost have believed she was agitated. 
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" With pleasure," I answered, " if you are 

not tired." 

" No, I am not tired," she affirmed. " I 
like it— I love it." 

And as I took up the other portfolio she 
laid her hand upon it, rubbing it softly. 

" And have you been here too ? " she 
asked. 

On my opening the portfolio it appeared 
that I had been there. One of the first 
photographs was a large view of the Castle 
of Chillon, on the Lake of Geneva. 

*^Here," I said, "I have been many a^ 
time. Is it not beautiful ? " And I pointed 
to the perfect reflection of the rugged rocks 
and pointed towers in the clear, still water. 
She did not say, *^ Oh, enchanting ! " and 




FOUR MEETINGS. 183 

push it away to see the next picture. She 

^^^CDked awhile, and then she asked if it was 

where Bonivard, about whom Byron 

x^ote, was confined. I assented, and tried to 

ote some of Byron's verses, but in this 

tempt I succeeded imperfecdy. 

She fanned herself a moment and then 

peated the lines correctly, in a soft, flat, 

^^jid yet agreeable voice. By the time she 

Viad finished, she was blushing. I compli- 

Xnented her and told her she vvas perfectly 

equipped for visiting Switzerland and Italy. 

She looked at me askance again, to see 

whether I was serious, and I added, that 
if she wished to recognise Byron's descrip- 
tions she must go abroad speedily ; Europe 
was getting sadly dis-Byronised. 
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" How soon must I go r " she asked. 

" Oh, I will give you ten years." 

" I think I can go within ten years," she 
I answered very soberly. 

^^Well," I said, ^*you will enjoy it im- 
mensely; you will find it very charming." 
And just then I came upon a photograph 
of some nook in a foreign city which I 
had been very fond of, and which recalled 
tender memories. I discoursed (as I sup- 
pose) with a certain eloquence ; my com- 
panion sat listening, breathless. 

"Have you been very long in foreign 
lands ? " she asked, some time after I had 
ceased. 

" Many years," I said. 

^' And have you travelled everywhere ? ** 
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*^ I have travelled a great deal. I am very 
fond of it ; and, happily, I have been able." 
Again she gave me her sidelong gaze. 
•*And do you know the foreign lan- 
guages f " 

" After a fashion." 

" Is it hard to speak them ? " 

"I don't believe you would find it hard," 

I gallantly responded. 

" Oh, I shouldn't want to speak — I 

should only want to listen," she said. Then, 

after a pause, she added — "They say the 

French theatre is so beautiful." 
" It is the best in the world." 
" Did you go there very often ? " 
" When I was first in Paris I went every 

night. 
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-Evcy night!" And she opened hcf 
cjcmi eyes TCTT vide. ~That to me is— 
and she hcstsred a moment — ^"is very 
wondcTtuL* A few minutes later she asked 
— ^~ Which country do you prefer ? " 

~ There is one country I prefer to all 
others. I think you would do the 
same." 

She looked at me a moment, and then 
she said softly — " Italy r " 

• 

^ Italy ,** I answered softly, too ; and for a 
moment we looked at each other. She 
looked as pretty as if, instead of showing 
her photographs, I had been making love 
to her. To increase the analogy, she 
glanced away, blushing. There was a 
silence, which she broke at last by saying — 
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''That is the place, which — in parti- 
cular — I thought of going to." 

" Oh, that's the place — that's the place ! " 
I said. 

She looked at two or three photographs 
in silence. " They say it is not so dear." 

*^ As some other countries ? Yes, that is 
not the least of its charms." 

" But it is all very dear, is it not ? " 

" Europe, you mean ? " 

" Going there and travelling. That has 
been the trouble. I have very little money. 
i I give lessons," said Miss Spencer. 

•*Of course one must have money," I 
said, " but one can manage with a moderate 
amount." 

" I think I should manage. I have laid 
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>g br. 2nd I im always adding a 
rr^ ir. Izs £1 for that.* She paused 
azkd ihd went on mth a tdnd 
a: 5crors3ec cagirmess. as if telling mc the 



wnrt a rare, bat a possibly impure, 
sgrisfarnnr "^But it has not been only 
ihc aKoey : it has been everything. Every- 
thing has been against it. I have waited 
and waited. It has been a mere castle in 
the air. I am almost afiraid to talk about 
it. Two or duce times it has been a little 
nearer, and then I have talked about it and 
it has melted awav. I have talked about it 
too much," she said, hypocritically ; for I 
saw that such talking was now a small 
tremulous ecstasy. ^ There is a lady who is 
a great friend of mine; she doesn't want 
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^0 go; I always talk to her about it. I 
tire her dreadfully. She told me once she 
didn t know what would become of me. I 
should go crazy if I did not go to Europe, 
^Ud I should certainly go crazy if I did.'* 

" Well," I said, " you have not gone yet, 
ind nevertheless you are not crazy." 

She looked at me a moment, and said — 

^ I am not so sure. I don t think of any- 

:hing else. I am always thinking of it. 

[t prevents me from thinking of things that 

are nearer home — ^things that I ought to 

attend to. That is a kind of craziness." 
" The cure for it is to go," I said. 

" I have a faith that I shall go. I have 

a cousin in Europe ! " she announced^} 

We turned over some more photographs, 
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and I asked her if she had always lived at 
Grimwinter. 

"Oh, no, sir," said Miss Spencer. "I 
have spent twenty-three months in Bos- 
ton." 

I answered, jocosely, that in that case 
foreign lands would probably prove a dis- 
appointment to her ; but I quite failed to 
alarm her. 

"I know more about them than you 
might think," she said, with her shy, neat 
little smile. "I mean by reading; I have 
read a great deal. I have not only read 
Byron ; I have read histories and guide- 
books. I know I shall like it ! " 

"I understand your case," I rejoined. 
"You have the native American passion — 



FOUR MEETINGS. 191 

' passion for the picturesque. With us, 

iiink, it is primordial — antecedent to ex- 

ience. Experience comes and only shows 

something we have dreamt of." 

'* I think that is very true," said Caroline 

encer. " I have dreamt of everything ; 

hall know it all ! " 

' I am afraid you have wasted a great 

1 of time." 

^ Oh yes, that has been my great wicked- 
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The people about us had begun to scat- 

• ; they were taking their leave. She got 

I and put out her hand to me, timidly. 

It with a peculiar brightness in her 

es. 

" I am going back there," I said, as I 
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shook hands with her. "I shall look * 
for you." 

" I will tell you," she answered, " if 1 * 
disappointed." 

And she went away, looking delicat 
agitated and moving her little straw fan. 
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II. 

months after this I returned to 
, and some three years elapsed. I 
en living in Paris, and, toward the 
October, I went fi^om that city to 
to meet my sister and her husband, 
id written me that they were about 
vre there. On reaching Havre I 
that the steamer was already in ; I 
arly two hours late. I repaired di- 
:o the hotel, where my relatives were 
established. \\My sister had gone to 
Jiausted and disabled by her voyage ; 
is a sadly incompetent sailor, and 

, II. o 
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her sufferings on this occasion had been 
extreme. She wished, for the moment, for 
undisturbed rest, and was unable to see me 
more than five minutes ; so it was agreed 
that we should remain at Havre until the 
next day. My brother-in-law, who was 
anxious about his wife, was unwilling to 
leave her room; but she insisted upon his 
going out with me to take a walk and 
recover his land-legs. The early autumn 
day ^yas warm and charming, and our stroll 
through the bright-coloured, busy streets of 
the old French sea-port was sufficiently en- 
tertaining. We walked along the sunny, 
noisy quays and then turned into a wide, 
pleasant street which lay half in sun and 
half in shade — a French provincial street^ 
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^tM^sLt looked like an old water-colour draw- 
tall, gray, steep- roofed, red-gabled, 
y-storied houses ; green shutters on 
ows and old scroll-work above them ; 
" ^^^'^^ver-pots in balconies and white-capped 
^^^inien in door-ways. We walked in the 
; all this stretched away on the 
ny side of the street and made a picture, 
i looked at it as we passed along ; then, 
^^^^denly, my brother-in-law stopped — 
ssing my arm and staring. I followed 




^^ gaze and saw that we had paused just 

^^■^re coming to a cafe, where, under 

awning, several tables and chairs were 

posed upon the pavement. The windows 
open behind; half-a-dozen plants in 

s were ranged beside the door; the 

o 2 
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pavement was besprinkled with clean bran. 

It was a nice little, quiet, old-fashioned cafe ; 

nside, in the comparative dusk, I saw a stout, 
handsome woman, with pink ribbons in her 

cap, perched up with a mirror behind her 
back, smiling at some one who was out of 

sight. All this, however, I perceived after- 
wards ; what I first observed was a lady 
sitting alone, outside, at one of the little 
marble-topped tables. My brother-in-law 
had stopped to look at her. There was 
something on the little table, but she was 
leaning back quiedy, with her hands folded, 
looking down the street, away from us. I 
saw her only in something less than profile ; 
nevertheless, I instantly felt that I had seen 
her before. 
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**The little lady of the steamer!" ex- 
claimed my brother-in-law. 

'« Was she on your steamer ? " I asked. 

" From morning till night. She was 
never sick. She used to sit perpetually at 
the side of the vessel with her hands crossed 
that way, looking at the eastward horizon.'' 

" Are you going to speak to her ? " 

"I don't know her. I never made 
acquaintance with her. I was too seedy. 
But I used to watch her and — I don't know 
why — to be interested in her. She's a dear 
little Yankee woman. I have an idea she 
is a school-mistress taking a holiday — for 
which her scholars have made up a purse." 

She turned her face a little more into 
profile, looking at the steep, gray house- 
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fronts opposite to her. Then I said — " I 
shall speak to her myself." 

" I wouldn't ; she is very shy," said my 
brother-in-law. 

" My dear fellow, I know her. I once 
showed her photographs at a tea-party.'* 

And I went up to her. She turned and 
looked at me, and I saw she was in fact 
Miss Caroline Spencer. But she was not so 
quick to recognise me ; she looked startled. 
I pushed a chair to the table anc sat 
down. 

" Well," I said, " I hope you are not dis- 
appointed ! " 

She stared, blushing a little; then she 
gave a small jump which betrayed recog- 
nition. 
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It was you who showed me the photo- 
glyphs — at Grimwinter ! " 

*'Yes, it was I. This happens very 
^'^^.rmingly, for I feel as if it were for me to 
S^^e you a formal reception here — an official 
^^Icome. I talked to you so much about 
Europe." 

*^You didn't say too much. I am so 
PPy ' ' ^^^ softly exclaimed. 
Very happy she looked. There was no 
^^^n of her being older; she was as gravely, 
^^cently, demurely pretty as before. If she 
^ad seemed before a thin-stemmed, mild- 
liued flower of Puritanism, it may be imag- 
ined whether in her present situation this 
delicate bloom was less apparent. Beside 
her an old gentleman was drinking absinthe ; 
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behind her the dame de comptoir in the pink 
ribbons was calling " Alcibiade ! Alcibiade I " 
to the long-aproned waiter. I explained to 
Miss Spencer that my companion had lately 
been her ship-mate, and my brother-in-law 
came up and was introduced to her. But 
she looked at him as if she had never seen 
him before, and I remembered that he had 
told me that her eyes were always fixecL 
upon the eastward horizon. She had evi- 
dently not noticed him, and, still timidly^ 
smiling, she made no attempt whatever 
pretend that she had. I staid with her a 
the cafe door, and he went back to the hote!^ 
and to his wife. I said to Miss Spence 
that this meeting of ours in the first hour ofr - 
her landing was really very strange, but tha^--^ 
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1 was delighted to be there and receive her 
first impressions. 

" Oh, I can t tell you,'' she said ; " I feel 
^ if I were in a dream. I have been sitting 
here for an hour, and I don't want to move. 
Everything is so picturesque. I dop't know 
whether the coffee has intoxicated me ; it's so 
delicious." 

Really," said I, " if you are so pleased 

^^^h this poor prosaic Havre, you will have 

^^ admiration left for better things. Don't 

P^nd your admiration all the first day ; 

^^^mber it's your intellectual letter of 

^^t. Remember all the beautiful places 

^ things that are waiting for you ; remem- 

^^^ that lovely Italy ! " 

*I'm not afraid of running short," she 
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sai gnir, scQ looking at the opposite 
iixses* "^ I axild 3t here all dar, saying to 
i£ tree here I am at last. It's so dark, 



•Br rnc wxr,"^ I inquired, ^'how com^ 
rcc to be string here r Hare you not gon^^ 
to aae of the inns r "^ For I was haL ^ 
asaaaod. hilf abnncd at the good consdenc— < 
midi which diis deEcatehr pretty woman ha^"^^ 
sxxtiooed hcrsdf in conspicaous isolation o^-^^ 
the edge of the adewilk. 

*My couan brought me here,'' si i^ 
ansvc^eied. ^ You know I told you I hadBM^ a 
cousin in Eurcqie. He met me at tzThe 
steamer this morning.^ 

^It was hardlv worth his while to n^ee^ 
jfXMi if he was to desert you so soon." 



F. 
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Oh, he has only left me for half-an- 
/' said Miss Spencer. " He has gone to 
my money." 
*^ Where is your money ? " 
She gave a little laugh. " It makes me 
^1 very fine to tell you! It is in some 
^^xrcular notes.** 

^' And where are your circular notes ? " 

y"In my cousins pocket." 

This statement was very serenely uttered, 

\ \)ut — I can hardly say why — it gave me a 

sensible chill. At the moment I should 

have been utterly unable to give the reason 

of this sensation, for I knew nothing of Miss 

Spencer's cousin. Since he was her cousin, 

the presumption was in his favour. But I 

felt suddenly uncomfortable at the thought 
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that, half-an-hour after her landmg, her 
scanty funds should have passed into his 
hands. 

" Is he to travel with you ? ** I asked. 

" Only as far as Paris. He is an art- 
» student in Paris. I wrote to him that I was 
coming, but I never expected him to come 
off to the ship. I supposed he would only 
just meet me at the train in Paris. It is ver3^ 
kind of him. But he is very kind — an-^ 
very bright.** 

I instantly became conscious of an e:^^' 
treme curiosity to see this bright cousin wlrt^° 
was an art-student. 

" He is gone to the banker's ? ** I asked. 

"Yes, to the bankers. He took me '^o 
an hotel — ^such a queer, quaint, delicioi' 
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itde place, with a court in the middle, and a 
gallery all round, and a lovely landlady, in 
such a beautifully fluted cap, and such a, 
perfectly fitting dress! After a while we 
^ame out to walk to the banker's, for I 
'^^en't got any French money. But I was ' 
'^y dizzy from the motion of the vessel,, 
^ I thought I had better sit down. He 
^nd this place for me here, and he went 
P" to the banker's himself. I am to wait 
-re till he comes back." 

It may seem very fantastic, but it passed 
irough my mind that he would never come 
ack. I settled myself in my chair beside 
^iss Spencer and determined to await the 
vent. She was extremely observant ; there 
/as something touching in it. She noticed 
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Hotman horses, ^^ ^j 

We t*«l of fa^h- 

^- - --*"^ ^, ,,. .ay her boo^- 
.ess of percept- - ^^,,,,,a 

.ounshed ^cy recognised 

^.erything. ^^^^ coraes bact -^-^ 

. And when your cous 

• cr to doV 1 asted. 

are you go«»S *° « We dot* 

•v-a a tnotneni- 
She hesitated a 

quite know." ^^^, If you g 

aWhendoyougo ^^,e ti 

K four o'clock tram 1 "^ y 

'^ Lkingtheio-ey-^y- 

pleasure of making ^^^^ ^ 

«1 dont think we shaU 
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cousin thinks I had better stay here a few 




fi 



^ Oh ! " said I ; and for five minutes said 
^^^tiliing more. I was wondering what her 
sin was, in vulgar parlance, " up to." I 
^-^^^Iced up and down the street, but saw 
tihing that looked like a bright American 
^^-•student. At last I took the liberty of 
serving that Havre was hardly a place to 
tloose as one of the aesthetic stations of a 




Viropean tour. It was a place of conveni- 
ence, nothing more ; a place of transit, 
^tlrough which transit should be rapid. I 
^^commended her to go to Paris by the 
Afternoon train, and meanwhile to amuse 
Herself by driving to the ancient fortress at 
the mouth of the harbour — that picturesque. 
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circular structure which bore the name of 
Francis the First and looked like a small 
castle of St. Angelo. (It has lately been 
demolished.) 

She listened with much interest ; then for 
a moment she looked grave. 

**My cousin told me that when he 
returned he should have something par — 
ticular to say to me, and that we could do 
nothing or decide nothing until I should 
have heard it. But I will make him tell m^ 
quickly, and then we will go to the ancieo^ 
fortress. There is no hurry to get to Paii3 ; 
there is plenty of time.** 

She smiled with her softly severe lirt^^ 
lips as she spoke those last won 
But I, looking at her with a purpc^ 
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Saw just a tiny gleam of apprehension in 
her eye. 

"Don't tell me," I said, ''that this 
wretched man is going to give you bad 

news ! " 

"I suspect it is a little bad, but I don't 
f^elieve it is very bad. At any rate, I must 
feten to it." 

I looked at her again an instant. " You 
didn't come to Europe to listen," I said. 
*'You came to see!" But now I was sure 
^^r cousin would come back ; since he had 
something disagreeable to say to her, h 

/ cert^ij^ly would turn up. We sat a while 

1 

^^^er, and I asked her about her plans of 

^^\^el. She had them on her fingers' ends, 

'^ ^ she told over the names with a kind 01 
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Ar iasr ber cousin came back. I saw 1: 
rjm rosrards us out of a side-street, and fr 
the momcm my eves rested upon him I 
that this was die bright American art-stud< 
He wore a slouch hat and a rusty bl 
velvet jacket, such as I had often 
countered in the Rue Bonaparte. 
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^hirt-collar revealed a large section of a 

throat which, at a distance, was not strikingly 

statuesque. He was tall and lean; he had 

^^^ hair and freckles. So much I had time 

^^ observe while he approached the cafe, 

^^^ring at me with natural surprise from 

^^cier his umbrageous coiffure. When he 

le up to us I immediately introduced 

^^5^self to him as an old acquaintance of 

^'^iss Spencer. He looked at me hard with 

^ pair of little red eyes, then he made me a 

^^lemn bow in the French fashion, with his 

^^mbrero. 

" You were not on the ship ? " he said. 

" No, I was not on the ship. I have been 

in Europe these three years." 

He bowed onc^ more, solemnly, and 

p 2 
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motioned me to be seated again. I sat 
down, but it was only for the purpose of 
obsening him an instant— I saw it was time 
I should return to my sister. Miss Spencer's 
cousin was a queer fellow. Nature had not 
shaped him for a Raphaelesque or B)rronic 
attire, and his velvet doublet and naked 
throat were not in harmony with his facial 
attributes. His hair was cropped close to 
his head ; his ears were laige and ill-adjusted 
to the same. He had a lackadaisical carriage 
and a sentimental droop which were pecu- 
liarly at variance with his keen, strange- 
coloured eyes. Perhaps I was prejudiced, but 
I thought his eyes treacherous. He said 
nothing for some time ; he leaned his hands 
on his cane and looked up and down the 



FOUR MEETINGS. 213 

Street. Then at last, slowly lifting his cane 
and pointing with it, "That's a very nice 
bit," he remarked, softly. He had his head 
on one side, and his little eyes were half 
closed. I ft)llowcd the direction of his stick ; 
the object it indicated was a red cloth hung 
out of an old window. " Nice bit of colour," 
he continued ; and without moving his head 
he transferred his half-closed gaze to me. 
" Composes well," he pursued. " Make a 
nice thing." ]| He spoke in a hard, vulgar 
voice. 

"I see you have a great deal of eye," I 
replied. "Your cousin tells me you are 
studying art." He looked at me in the 
same way without answering, and I went 
on with deliberate urbanity — " I suppose you 
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are at the studio of one of those gveat 



men." 



Still he looked at me, and then he said 
softly — " Gerome/' i 

'' Dp you like it ? " I ask;ed. 

" Do you understand French ? " he said. 

" Some kinds," I answered. 

He kept his little eyes on me; then he 
t said — ^^ J'adore la peinture ! " 

"Oh, I understand that kind ! " I rejoined. 
Miss Spencer laid her hand upon her 
cousin's arm with a little pleased and flut- 
tered movement; it was delightful to be 
among people who were on such easy terms 
with foreign tongues. I got up to take 
leave, and asked Miss Spencer where, in 
Paris, I might have the honour of waiting 



FOUR MEETINGS. 215 

"Pon her. To what hotel would she 
Jo? 

She turned to her cousin inquiringly and 
le honoured me again with his little languid 
eer. "Do you know the Hotel des 
r'nnces ^ 

" I know where it is.'* 

^' I shall take her there." 

" I congratulate you," I said to Caroline 
Jpencer. " I believe it is the best inn in the 
vorld '; and in case I should still have a 
noment to call upon you here, where are 
jrou lodged ? " 

" Oh, it's such a pretty name," said Miss 
Spencer, gleefully. " A la Belle Normande." 

As I left them her cousin gave me a great 
flourish with his picturesque hat. 
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III. 

My sister, as it proved, was not sufficiently 
restored to leave Havre by the afternoon 
train ; so that, as the autumn dusk began to 
fall, I found myself at liberty to call at the 
sign of the Fair Norman. I must confess 
that I had spent much of the interval in 

wondering what the disagreeable thing was 
that my charming friend's disagreeable 
cousin had been telling her. The "Belle 
Normande " was a modest inn in a shady by- 
street, where it gave me satisfaction to think 
Miss Spencer must have encountered local 
colour in abundance. There was a crooked 
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little court, where much of the hospitality of 
the house was carried on ; there was a stair- 
case climbing to bedrooms on the outer side 
^f the wall; there was a small trickling 
^untain with a stucco statuette in the midst 
^ it ; there was a little boy in a white cap 
^d apron cleaning copper vessels at a 
^^spicuous kitchen door; there was a 
^^ttering landlady, neatly laced, arranging 
^cots and grapes into an artistic pyramid 
^n a pink plate. I looked about, and on 
%reen bench outside of an open door 
Celled Salle a Manger^ I perceived 
Proline Spencer. No sooner had I looked 
ti her than I saw that something had hap- 
pened since the morning. She was leaning 
)ack on her bench, her hands were clasped 



2jf TOTX iiisnrraGS. 

IB her 1^ mskd hes" eyes venc fixed icpoD tbc 

lasdladv, at die odur ^de of die cooi^ 
mampnlariTrg her apocoes. 

But I SZW die V2S HOC ttimlnng 

apricots. She vas sani^ ahsendr, though 
fully; as I came near her I percdred th^ 
she had been cnring. I sat dcfim on d~x 
bench beskle her bcfmc she szir me; tfa^r 
when she had done so, she am[^ tumec 
round, without suq)rise, and rested her sad 
eyes upon me. Something Tery bad mdeed 
had ha|^)ened ; she was completely changed. 

I immediately charged her with it. 
^Your cousin has been giving you bad 
news ; you are in great distress.** 

For a moment she said nothing, and I 
supposed that she was afiraid to speak, lest 
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her tears should come back. But presently 

I perceived that in the short time that had 

elapsed since my leaving her in the morning 

she had shed them all, and that she was now 

Softly stoical — ^intensely composed. 

My poor cousin is in distress," she said 
last. " His news was bad." Then, after 
brief hesitation — "He was in terrible 

'^A/ant of money." 

" In want of yours, you mean ? " 
" Of any that he could get — honestly. 
^ine was the only money." 
*^ And he has taken yours r " 
She hesitated again a moment, but her 
glance, meanwhile, was pleading. " I gave 
him what I had." 

I have always remembered the accent of 
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those words as the most angelic bit^ of 

hum an utteran ce I had ever listened to ; 

but then, ahnost with a sense of personal 

outrage, I jumped up. "Good heavens!'' 

I said, "do you call that getting it 

honestly ? " 

^ I had gone too far ; she blushed deeply. 

" We will not speak of it/' she said. 

"We must speak of* it,** I answered, 
sitting down again. " I am your friend ; it 

seems to me you need one. What is the 
matter with your cousin ? '' 

" He is in debt." 

"No doubt! But what is the special 
fitness of your paying his debts?'' 

" He has told me all his story ; I am very 
sorry for him/' 
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" So am I ! But I hope he will give you 
^ck your money." 

^^ Certainly he will ; as soon as he can." 
'^ When will that be ? '' 
" * When he has finished his great picture.'' 
^'My dear young lady, confound his great 
^ture ! Where is this desperate cousin ? " 

She certainly hesitated now. Then — " At 
is dinner," she answered. 

I turned about and looked through the 
pen door into the salle a manger. There, 
one at the end of a long table, I perceived 
le object of Miss Spencer's compassion — 
le bright young art-student. He was 
ining too attentively to notice me at first ; 
ut in the act of setting down a well-emptied 
/ine-glass he caught sight of my observant 
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attitude. He paused in his repast, and, with 
his head on one side and his meagr e jaws 
slowly moving, fixedly returned my gaze. 
Then the landlady came Ughtly brushing by 
with her pyramid of apricots. 

" And that nice little plate of fruit is for 
him r ** I exclaimed. 

Miss Spencer glanced at it tenderly- 
" They do that so prettily ! " she murmured - 

I felt helpless and irritated. "Come no^? 
really,** I said; "do you approve of tha^ 
long strong fellow accepting yoiu' funds? 
She looked away firom me ; I was evidently 
gi\'ing her pain. The case was hopeless; 
the long strong fellow had " interested " her. 

" Excuse me if I speak of him so uncere^ 
moniously,** I said. "But you are reallf 
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^ generous, and he is not quite delicate 

ough. He made his debts himself — he 

ght to pay them himself." 

' He has been foolish," she answered ; " I 

:>w that. He has told me everything. 

e had a long talk this morning ; the poor 

Low threw himself upon my charity. He 

s signed notes to a large amount." 

" The more fool he ! " 

^' He is in extreme distress ; and it is not 

ly himself. It is his poor wife." 

^' Ah, he has a poor wife ? " 

" I didn't know it — but he confessed 
erything. He married two years since, 
cretly." 

" Why secretly ? " 

Caroline Spencer glanced about her, as if 



sac iuuul framcTs, Then softly, in a litde 
TmTrrgJvr mne — ^ She was a Countess!" 
'^ Arr T-oc Tcrr sure of that ? " 
"^Siie has n ' luie n me a most beautiful 



x^ TOO tor moner, di ? " 
"^Asfii^ iDe tor confidence and sympa- 
irr snd Mks Spencer. "She has beea— 
d by her fioher. My cou^ tol 



3QC ibt soxT and die tells it in her own-— ^ 
way. in the kner. It is hke an old romance. — - * 
Her lather opposed the marriage and wheicr^^ 
he discoTeied diat she had secretly disobeyec:^^ 
him he craelly cast her off. It is reall] 
most romantic. They are the oldest family 
in Provence.'* 

I looked and listened, in wonder. 
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really seemed that the poor woman was 
enjoying the "romance" of having a dis- 
carded Countess-cousin, out of Provence, so 
deeply as almost to lose the sense of what 
^^e forfeiture of her money meant for her. 
*' My dear young lady,'* I said, "you 

^^n't want to be ruined for picturesc^ueness' 
ake ? " 

**I shall not be ruined. I shall come 
^^k before long to stay with them. The 
'^Untess insists upon that." 
*^ Come back! You are going home. 

She sat for a moment with her eyes 
^Vrered, then with an heroic suppression of 
faint tremor of the voice — "I have no 
^oney for travelling ! '• she answered. 

VOL. II. Q 
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" You gave it all up ? " 

" I have kept enough to take nie 
home." 

I gave an angry groan, and at this 
juncture Miss Spencer's cousin, the fortunate: 
possessor of her s acred savings and of th^ 
hand of the Provencal Countess, emergecJ 
from the little dining-room. He stood or" 
the threshold for an instant, removing th^ 
stone from a plump apricot which he hac: 
brought away from the table ; then he pa ' 
the apricot into his mouth, and while he le- ' 
it sojourn there, gratefully, stood looking a " 
us, with his long legs apart and his hand^ 
dropped into the pockets of his velvet jacket- 
My companion got up, giving him a thiir 
glance which I caught in its passage, ancJ 
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which expressed a strange commixture of 
resignation and fascination — a sort of per- 
verted exaltation. Ugly, vulgar, pretentious, 
dishonest as I thought the creature, he had 
appealed successfully to her eager and t ende r 
itna^nation. I was deeply disgusted, but I 
l:xad no warrant to int erfere, and at^n^jcate. 
I fe lt that it would be vain . 

The young man waved his hand with a 

pictorial gesture. *^ Nice old court," he 

observed. "Nice mellow old place. Good 

tone in that brick. Nice crooked old stair- 



case." 



Decidedly, I couldn't stand it; without 

responding I gave my hand to Caroline 

Spencer. She looked at me an instant with 

her little white face and expanded eyes, and 
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t her husband, eh ? — in fine her Mon- 
ur. They went down to the American 
^p." I turned away; the poor girl had 
en about thirteen hours in Europe. 



230 FOUR MEETINGS. 



IV. 

I MYSELF, more fortunate, was there sonr^ 
five years longer. During this period 
lost my friend Latouche, who died oF* ^ 
malarious fever during a tour in the 
Levant. One of the first things I did on 
my return was to go up to Grimwinter to 
pay a consolatory visit to his poor mother. 
I found her in deep affliction, and I sat 
with her the whole of the morning that 
followed my arrival (I had come in late at 
night), listening to her tearful descant and 
singing the praises of my friend. We 
talked of nothing else, and our conversation 
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^^^niinated only with the arrival of a quick 
^^^tle woman who drove herself up. to the 
^^or in a " carry-alV' and whom I saw toss 
^^ reins upon the horse's back with the 
^iskness of a startled sleeper throwing back 
^^ bed-clothes. She jumped out of the 
^rry-all and she jumped into the room, 
^he proved to be the minister's wife and the 
Jreat town-gossip, and she had evidently, in 
:he latter capacity, a choice morsel to 
communicate. I was as sure of this as I 
was that poor Mrs. Latouche was not abso- 
lutely too bereaved to listen to her. It 
seemed to me discreet to retire; I said I 
believed I would go and take a walk before 
dinner. 

" And, by the way," I added, " if you will 
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tell me where my old friend Miss Spencer 
lives I will walk to her house." 

The minister's wife immediately re- 
sponded. Miss Spencer lived in the fourth 
house beyond the Baptist church ; the 
Baptist church was the one on the right, 
with that queer green thing over the door ; 
they called it a portico, but it looked more 
hke an old-fashioned bedstead. 

'^ Yes, do go and see poor Caroline," said 
Mrs. Latouche. " It will refresh her to see 
a strange face." 

" I should think she had had enough of 
strange faces ! " cried the minister s wife. 

" I mean, to see a visitor," said Mrs, 
Latouche, amending her phrase. 

" I should think she had had enough of 
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visitors ! " her companion rejoined. *^ But 
you don't mean to stay ten years," she 
added, glancing at me. 

r 

**Has she a visitor of that sort?" I in- 
quired, perplexed. 

" You will see the sort ! " said the minis- 
ter's wife. " She's easily seen ; she generally 
sits in the front yard. Only take care what 
you say to her, and be very sure you are 
polite." 

"Ah, she is so sensitive ? '* 

The minister's wife jumped up and drop- 
ped me a curtsey- — a most ironical curtsey. 

" That's what she is, if you please. She's 
a Countess ! " 

And pronouncing this word with the most 
scathing accent, the little woman seemed 
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fairly to laugh in the Countess's face. I 
stood a moment, staring, wondering, remem- 
bering. 

*^ Oh, I shall be very polite ! " I cried ; and 
grasping my hat and stick, I went on my 
way. 

I found Miss Spencer's residence without 
difficulty. The Baptist church was easily 
identified, and the small dwelling near it, of 
a rusty white, with a large central chimney- 
stack and a Virginia creeper, seemed natur- 
ally and properly the abode of a frugal old 
maid with a taste for the picturesque. As 
I approached I slackened my pace, for I 
had heard that some one was always sitting 
in the front yard, and I wished to reconnoitre. 
I looked cautiously over the low white fence 
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ich separated the small garden-space from 
- unpaved street; but I descried nothing 

the shape of a Countess. A small 
aight path led up to the crooked door- 
'P, and on either side of it was a little 
ass-plot, fringed with currant-bushes. In 
^e middle of the grass, on either side, 
^5 a large quince-tree, full of antiquity and 
^tortions, and beneath one of the quince- 
^s were placed a small table and a couple 

chairs. On the table lay a piece of 
Unished embroidery and two or three 
^oks in bright-coloured paper covers. I 
^nt in at the gate and paused half-way 
ong the path, scanning the place for some 
rther token of its occupant, before whom 
-I could hardly have said why — I hesitated 
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abruptly to present myself. Then I saw 
that the poor little house was very shabby. 
I felt a sudden doubt of my right to 
intrude ; for curiosity had been my mo- 
tive, and curiosity here seemed singularly 
indelicate. While I hesitated, a figure 
appeared in the open door-way and 
stood there looking at me. I immedi- 
ately recognised Caroline Spencer, but 
she looked at me as if she had never 
seen me before. Gently, but gravely and 
timidly, I advanced to the door-step, and 
then I said, with an attempt at friendly 
badinage — 

"I waited for you over there to come 
back, but you never came." 

'' Waited where, sir ? " she asked softly, 
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^d her light-coloured eyes expanded more 
an before. 

She was much older; she looked tired 
i wasted. 

'' WeU," I said, « I waited at Havre." 
She stared ; then she recognised me. She 
nled and blushed and clasped her two 
•^ds together. *^I remember you now," 
e said, " I remember that day." But 
' stood there, neither coming out nor 
<ing me to come in. She was embar- 
►sed. 

I, too, felt a little awkward. I poked 
y stick into the path. " I kept looking 
it for you, year after year," I said. 
" You mean in Europe ? " murmured 
liss Spencer. 
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" In Europe, of course ! Here, ap- 
parently, you are easy enough to 
find." 

She leaned her hand against the unpainted 
door-post, and her head fell a little to one 
side. She looked at me for a moment 
without speaking, and I thought I recog- 
nised the expression that one sees in women's 
eyes when tears are rising. Suddenly she 
stepped out upon the cracked slab of stone 
before the threshold and closed the door 
behind her. Then she began to smile 
intently, and I saw that her teeth were 
as pretty as ever. But there had been 
tears too. 

" Have you been there ever since ? " she 
asked, almost in a whisper. 
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" Until three weekk ago. And you — 
you never came back ? " 

Still looking at me with her fixed smile, 
she put her hand behind her and opened 
the door again. "I am not very polite," 
she said. " Won't you come in ? " 

" I am afraid I incommode you." 

" Oh no ! " she answered, smiling more 
than ever. And she pushed back the door, 
with a sign that I should enter. 

I went in, following her. She led the 
way to a small room on the left of the 
narrow hall, which I supposed to be her 
parlour, though it was at the back of the 
house, and we passed the closed door of 
another apartment which apparently enjoyed 
a view of the quince-trees. This one looked 
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on upon 2 soiaH wood-shed and two 
/-1r>i-t^->g hens. But I diought it very 
pnccry, mxni I S3:3r that its elegance was of 
the znc& trjigal kind ; after which, presendj, 
I thought it prettier soil, for I had never seen 
faded chintz and old mezzotint engravings, 
framed in varnished autumn leaves, disposed 
in so giacetul a fishion. ^liss Spencer sat 
down on a very small portion of the sofa, 
with her hands tightly clasped in her lap. 
She looked ten vears older, and it would have 
sounded very perverse now to speak of her 
as pretty. But I thought her so; or at 
least I thought her touching. She wa^ 
peculiarly agitated. I tried to appear no"*^ 
to notice it; but suddenly, in the mo^'*^ 
inconsequent fashion — ^it was an irresisribl^ 
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-"i^emory of our little friendship at Havre 
" — I said to her — " I do incommode you. 
^ou are distressed." 

She raised her two hands to her face, 
and for a moment kept it buried in them. 

Then, taking them away "It's because 

you remind me " she said. 

" I remind you, you mean, of that miser- 
able day at Havre ? " 

She shook her head. " It was not 
miserable. It was delightful." 

"I never was so shocked as when, on 
going back to your inn the next morning^ 
I found you had set sail again." 

She was silent a moment ; and then 
she said " Please let us not speak of 
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" Did you come straight back here t 1 
asked. 

" I was back here just thirty days after 
I had gone away.** 

"And here you have remained 
Since r 

" Oh yes ! ^ she said gently. 

''When are you going to Eur ^ 
again ? 

This question seemed brutal; but th^ 
was something that irritated me in 
softness of her resignation, and I wisk^ 
to extort from her some expression ^ 
impatience. 

She fixed her eyes for a moment upon 
4 small sun-spot on the carpet; then she 
got up and lowered the window-blind a 
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to obliterate it. Presently, in the 
mild voice, answering my question, 
^id_^< Never ! " 
hope your cousin repaid you your 

^ don't care for it now," she said, 

ing away from me. 

fou don't care for your money ? " 

For going to Europe." 

Do you mean that you would not go 

11 could ? " 

'. can't — I can't," said Caroline Spencer. 

s all over ; I never think of it." 

le never repaid you, then ! " I ex- 

ted. 

%ase — please," she began. 

Lt she stopped ; she was looking toward 

B 2 
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Gcrr. There had been a rustling a. 
2. hcdkz cc s:^T& in the haD. 

I £}20 jDokcd towanl the door, wtu 
VS5 coed, zotd now admitted another persoi 
— a lair -srho paused just within the 
rhreshoMii. Bdusd her came a young man 
Tl»e iair Iccicd at me with a good dea 
cf ixesiDcss — long enough for my glanc 
ro rcccve a vivid impression of hersel: 
Then she turned to Caroline Spence 
and, with a smile and a strong foreig 
accent 

* Excuse my interruption!" she saii 
** I knew not you had company — the gentl 
man came in so quietly.*' 

With this, she directed her eyes towat 
me ^ain. 
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She was very strange ; yet my first feeling 
was that I had seen her before. Then 1 
perceived that I had only seen ladies who 
were very much like her. But I had seen 
them very far away from Grimwinter, and 
it was an odd sensation to be seeing her 
here. Whither was it the sight of her 
seemed to transport me? To some dusky 
landing before a shabby Parisian quatrieme 
— to an open door revealing a greasy ante- 
chamber, and to Madame leaning over the 
banisters while she holds a faded dressing- 
gown together and bawls down to the 
portress to bring up her coffee. Miss 
Spencer's visitor was a very large woman, 
of middle age, with a plump, dead-white 
face and hair drawn back cL la chinoise. She 
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had a small, penetrating eye, and what is 
called in French an agreeable smile. She 
wore an old pink cashmere dressing-gown, 
covered with white embroideries, and, lit^ 
the figure in my momentary vision, sk^ 
was holding it together in front with a bar^ 
and rounded arm and a plump and deeply^'" 
dimpled hand. 

"It is only to spick about my ca/2, 
she said to Miss Spencer with h^^^ 
agreeable smile. " I should like ^^ 
served in the garden under the leett^ 



tree." 



The young man behind her had no^ 
stcppeil into the room, and he also stood 
looking at me. He was a pretty-faced little 
teUow» with an air of pro\ancial foppishness 



FOUR MEETINGS. 247 

— a tiny Adonis of Grimwinter. He had a 

small, pointed nose, a small, pointed chin, 

and, as I observed, the most diminutive 

feet. He looked at me foolishly, with his 

mouth open. 

"You shall have your coffee," said Miss 
Spencer, who had a faint red spot in each 
of her cheeks. 

" It is well ! " said the lady in the dressing- 
gown. "Find your bouk," she added, 
turning to the young man. 

He looked vaguely round the room. 
^^ My grammar, d'ye mean ? " he asked, 
with a helpless intonation. 

But the large lady was looking at me 
curiously, and gathering in her dressing- 
gown with her white arm. 
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" Find your bouk, my friend," she re- 
peated. 

" My poetry, d'ye mean ? " said the young 
man, also gazing at me again. 

"Never mind your bouk," said his com- 
panion. "To-day we will talk. We will 
make some conversation. But we must 
not interrupt. Come," and she turned 
away. " Under the leetle tree," she added, 
for the benefit of Miss Spencer. 

Then she gave me a sort of salutation, 
and a "Monsieur!" — with which she 
swept away again, followed by the young 

man. 
Caroline Spencer stood there with her 

eyes fixed upon the ground. 
" Who is that ? " I asked. 
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" The Countess, my cousin." 

" And who is the young man ? " 

" Her pupil, Mr. Mixter." 

This description of the relation be- 
tween the two persons who had just 
left the room made me break into a 
little laugh. Miss Spencer looked at me 
gravely. 

^* She gives French lessons ; she has lost 
her fortune." 

" I see," I said. " She is determined to 
be a burden to no one. That is very 
proper.** 

Miss Spencer looked down on the ground 
again. " I must go and get the coffee," she 
said. 

" Has the lady many pupils ? " I asked. 



i 
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"She has only Mr. Mixter. She gives 
all her time to him." 

At this I could not laugh, though I 
smelt provocation. Miss Spencer was too 
grave. *^ He pays very well,'' she presently 
added, with simpUcity. "He is very rich. 
He is very kind. He takes the Countess 
to drive." And she was turning away. 

"You are going for the Countess's 
coffee?" I said. 

" If you will excuse me a few moments.'' 

" Is there no one else to do it r 

She looked at me with the softest serenity. 



" I keep no sen^ants." 

" Can she not wait upon herself ? ** 

" She is not used to that.' 

"I see," said I, as gently as possible. 



^ »» 
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" But before you go, tell me this : who is 
this lady?" 

"I told you about her before — that day. 
She is the wife of my cousin, whom you 



saw." 



(( 



The lady who was disowned by her 
family in consequence of her marriage?" 

"Yes; they have never seen her again. 
They have cast her off." 

" And where is her husband ? " 

"He is dead." 

*' And where is your money ? " 

The poor girl flinched ; there was some- 
thing too methodical in my questions. " I 
don't know," she said wearily. 

But I continued a moment. "On her 
husband's death this lady came over here ? " 



{ 
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" Yes, she arrived one day." 

" How long ago ? " 

" Two years." 

" She has been here ever since r " 

"Every moment." 

" How does she like it r " 

" Not at all." 

" And how do you like it ? " 

Miss Spencer laid her face in her two 
hands an instant, as she had done ten 
minutes before. Then, quickly, she went to 
get the Countess's coffee. 

I remained alone in the litde parlour; I 
wanted to see more — to learn more. At the 
end of five minutes the young man whom 
Miss Spencer had described as the Countess's 
pupil came in. He stood looking at me for 
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a moment with parted lips. I saw he was a 
very rudimentary young man. 

"She wants to know if you wont come 
out there ? " he observed at last. 
" Who wants to know ? " 
" The Countess. That French lady." 
" She has asked you to bring me ? " 
"Yes, sir," said the young man feebly, 
looking at my six feet of stature. 

I went out with him, and we found the 
Countess sitting under one of the little 
quince-trees in front of the house. She was 
drawing a needle through the piece of em- 
broidery which she had taken from the small 
table. She pointed graciously to the chair 

beside her and I s eated myself. Mr. 

_-— — — — — — — — ^— ~— ^ ^ 

Mixter glanced about him, and then sat 
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down in the grass at her feet. He gazed 
upward, looking with parted lips from the 
Countess to me. 

" I am sure you speak French," said the 
Countess, fixing her brilliant little eyes upon 
me. 

" I do, madam, after a fashion," I answered, 
in the lady's own tongue. 

" Voila ! " she cried most expressively. 

"I knew it so soon as I looked at you. 

You have been in my poor dear country." 
" A long time." 

" You know Paris ? " 

" Thoroughly, madam." And with a cer- 
tain conscious purpose I let my eyes meet 
her own. 

She presently, hereupon, moved her own 
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and glanced down at Mr. Mixter. " What 
are we talking about r " she demanded of her 

attentive pupil. 

He pulled his knees up, plucked at the 
grass with his hand, stared, blushed a little. 
*' You are talking French," said Mr. Mixter. 

^* La belle decouverte ! " said the Countess. 
^^Here are ten months," she explained to 
me, " that I am giving him lessons. Don't 
put yourself out not to say he's a fool ; he 
wont understand you." 

" I hope your other pupils are more grati- 
fying," I remarked. 

"I have no others. They don't know 
what French is in this place ; they don't want 
to know. You may therefore imagine the 
pleasure it is to me to meet a person who 
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speaks it like yourself." I replied that my 
own pleasure was not less, and she went on 
drawing her stitches through her embroidery , 
with her little finger curled out. Eveiry fe 
moments she put her eyes close to her wor: 
near-sightedly. I thought her a very dL ^s- 
agreeable person; she was coarse, afFecte d, 
dishonest, and no more a Countess than I w- '^ 
a caliph. " Talk to me of Paris," she we -n^ 
on. "The very name of it gives me 
emotion ! How long since you w 

there?" 

" Two months ago." 

" Happy man ! Tell me something abo ^f 
it. What were they doing? Oh, for ^n 
hour of the boulevardj " 

"They were doing about what they are 



an 
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ways doing — amusing themselves a good 

:al." 

*'At the theatres, eh?" sighed the Coun- 
s. "At the cqfh'Concerts — at the little 
les in front of the doors ? Quelle exist- 
e/ You know I am a Parisienne, mon- 
ar," she added, " — to my finger-tips/' 
'^Miss Spencer was mistaken, then," I 
titured to rejoin, " in telling me that you 
s a Proven^ale." 

She stared a moment, then she put her 
)se to her embroidery, which had a dingy, 
jsultory aspect. " Ah, I am a ProvencjaJe 
jT birth ; but I am a Parisienne by — 
clination." 

"And by experience, I suppose?" I 
id. 

VOL. II. s 
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Snt nrtmriTtftr ms £ Trmmynr mith her 
liar:, irrt^ rysi. "^ Qh. ssperiencc ! I could 

li^ if I wished. I never 
^L far rTLarr.pir.. rhgr experience had 



:/. r> nr srart for ms.'^ And siie pointed wiA 
Its: bEiTj^ cE>:w. snz "Kxh a jol of her head, 
£1 rr-rrriing rhg" scrroiiDdcd her — at the 
lire Locse. lie qxiince-tree, tiie rickety 

LDg- ercs sz Mr, Mister. 

- Yosa are in crGc l^ I said smiling. 

•Yau may imagine what it is! These 
two years that I have been here I have 
passed hours — hours! One gets used to 
things, and sometimes I think I have got 
used to this. But there are some things 
that are always beginning over again. For 
example^ my coffee." 
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"Do you always have coffee at this 
hour ? " I inquired. 

She tossed back her head and measured me. 
" At what hour would you prefer me to 
have it? I must have my little cup after, 
breakfast." 

Ah, you breakfast at this hour?" 
At mid-day — comme cela se fait. Here 
they breakfast at a quarter past seven ! That 
^ quarter past ' is charming ! " 

" But you were telling me about your 
coffee," I observed, sympathetically. 

*' My cousine can't believe in it ; she can't 
understand it. She's an excellent girl ; hut 
that little cup of black coffee, with a drop 
of cognac, served at this hour — they exceed 

her comprehension. So I have to break the 

s 2 
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ice every day, and it takes the coffee the 
time you see to arrive. And when it arrives, 
monsieur! If I don't offer you any of it 
you must not take it ill. It will be because 
I know you have drunk it on the 
boulevard." 

I resented extremely this scornful treat- 
ment of poor Caroline Spencers humble 
hospitality; but I said nothing, in order 
to say nothing uncivil. I only looked on 
Mr, Mixter, who had clasped his arms 
round his knees and was watching my com- 
panion's demonstrative, graces in solemn 
fascination. She presently saw that I was 
observing him ; she glanced at me with a 
little bold explanatory smile. " You know, 
he adores me," she murmured, putting her 
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nose into her tapestry again. I expressed 
the promptest credence and she went on. 
" He dreams of becoming my lover ! Yes, 
it's his dream. He has read a French novel ; 
it took him six months. But ever since 
that he has thought himself the hero, and 
me the heroine ! " 

Mr. Mixter had evidently not an idea 
that he was being talked about ; he was too 
preoccupied with the ecstasy of contem- 
plation. At this moment Caroline Spencer 
came out of the house, bearing a cofFee-pot 
on a little tray. I noticed that on her way 
from the door to the table she gave me a 
single quick, vaguely appealing glance. I 
wondered what it signified; I felt that it 
signified a sort of half-frightened longing to 



262 FOUR MEETINGS. 

know what, as a man of the world who had 
been in France, I thought of the Countess. 
It made me extremely uncomfortable. I 
could not tell her that the Countess was 
very possibly the runaway wife of a little 
hair-dresse r. I tried suddenly, on the con- 
trary, to show a high consideration for her. 
But I got up; I couldn't stay longer. 
It vexed me to see Caroline Spencer 
standing there like a waiting-maid. 

"You expect to remain some time at 
Grimwinter ? " I said to the Countess. 

She gave a terrible shrug. 

"Who knows? Perhaps for years. 
When one is in misery ! # # # Chere 
belle,' she added, turning to Miss Spencer, 
" you have forgotten the cognac ! " 
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I detained Caroline Spencer as, after 
looking a moment in silence at the little 
table, she was turning away to procure this 
missing delicacy. I silently gave her my 
hand in farewell. She looked very tired, 
but there was a strange hint of prospective 
patience in her severely mild little face. I 
thought she was rather glad I was going. 
Mr, Mixter had risen to his feet and was 
pouring out the Countess's coffee. As I 
Avent back past the Baptist church I reflected 
that poor Miss Spencer had been right in 
her presentiment that she should still see 
something of that dear old Europe. 



THE END. 
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that we drew our chair closer to the fire as the weary work of the 
novel critic gave place to the smile of satisfaction and pleasure, 
when, in the very first page of our book, we discovered that we had 
come again to those Western Isles in the quiet summer sea in the 
far North, and to those simple people amidst whose loving dtle- 
giance the Princess of Thule — Sheila — held her modest Court . . . 
We shall not be satisfied till * The Maid of Killeena * rests on our 

shelves,**— SVECTATOR. 

MADCAP VIOLET. Eighth Thousand. Crown Svo. 6s, 

"In the very first rank of Mr, Blades heroines ; proud as Sheila, 
and sweeten Coquette, stands Madcap Violet, The true, proud, 
tender nature of her, her beauty, her mischief her self-sacrifice, 
endear her to the reader, "—Daily News. 

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. Cheaper Edition. 
Sixth Thousand. Crown Svo. 6s, 

MACLEOD OF DARE. With Illustrations by Eminent Artists. 
3 vols. Crown Svo. ^is, 6d, 
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Blackie.— THE WISE MEN OF GREECE. In a Series of 
Dramatic Dialogues. By J. E. Blackie, Professor of Greek in 
the University of Edinburgh. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

Blakiston.— MODERN SOCIETY IN ITS RELIGIOUS AND 
SOCIAL ASPECTS. By Peyton Blakiston, M.D., F.R.S. 
Crown 8vo. 5^. 

Borland Hall.— By the Author of " OWg Grange." Cr. 8vo. 7^, 

Bramston.— RALPH AND BRUNO. a Novel. By M. 
Bramston. 2 vols, crown Svo. au. 

Brooke.— THE FOOL OF QUALITY ; or, THE HISTORY 
OF HENRY, EARL OF MORELAND. By Henry Brooke. 
Newly revised, with a Biographical Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, M.A., Rector of Eversley. Crown Svo. dr. 

Buist.— BIRDS, THEIR CAGES AND THEIR KEEP : Bemg 
a Practical Manual of Bird-Keeping and Bird-Rearing. By K. A. 
BuiST. With Coloured Frontispiece and other Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 5j. 

Bunce.— FAIRY TALES, THEIR ORIGIN AND MEANING. 
With some Account of the Dwellers in Fairy Land. By J. 
Thackray Bunce. Extra fcap. Svo. 3^. 6d, [Shorty, 

Burnand.— MY TIME, AND WHAT rVE DONE WITH IT. 
By F. C. Burnand. Crown Svo. dr. 

Cameron. — LIGHT, SHADE, AND "^OIL. Poems by W. C. 
Cameron, with Introduction by the Rev. W^ C. Smith, D.D. 
Extra fcap. Svo. dr. 

Carroll. — Works by "Lewis Carroll:"— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty- 
two Illustrations by Tenniel, 55th Thousand. Crown Svo. 

doth. 6j. 

** An excellent piece of nonsense "-^TlMES. " Elegant and delicious 

ncnsense.^^ — Guardian. ^^Thai most delightful of childret^s 

stories "Satvkday Review. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
niel's Illustrations. Crown Svo. gilt 6s. 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Ten- 
niel's Illustrations. Crown Svo. gilt 6s. 

AN ITALIAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. By T. 
P. RossETTE. With Tenniel*s Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 
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"»:'oll (Lewis).— r^«/mi^^. 

^HOUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, AND WHAT ALICE 

^OUND THERE. With Fifty lUustiations by Tenniel. Crown 

^^o. gilt. dr. 44th Thousand. 

•• Will fairly rank with the tale of her previous experiences,^^ — 

Daily Telegraph. ''Many of Mr. Tenniel' s designs art 

masterpieces of wise absurdity,'*' — AxHENiEUM. 

^KE HUNTING OF THE SNARK. An Agony in Eight Fits, 
^ith Nine Illustrations by H. Holiday. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 
Gilt edges. 4r. 6^. 17th Thousand. 
** This glorious piece of nonsense, .... Everybody ought to read it 

— nearly everybody will— and all who deserve the treat will scream 

with laughter," — Graphic. 

a^ntley.— A century of emblems. By G. S. Cautley, 
Vicar of Nettleden, author of **The After Glow,'* etc. With 
numerous Illustrations by Lady Marion Alford, Rear- 
Admiral Lqrd W. Compton, the Yen. Lord A. Compton, ^. 
Barnes, J. D. Cooper, and the author. I^ott 4|;o. cloth elegant, 
gilt edges, ioj. td, 

Christmas Carol (A). Printed in Coloure from Origmal 
Designs by Mr. and Mrs. Trevor Crispin, with lUtyaQiinated 
Borders from MSS. of the 14th and 15th Centuries. Imp. 4to. doth 
el^ant. Cheaper Edition, 21s, 
" A most exquisitely got-up volume,'' — ^TlMES. 

Church (A. J.)— -HORiE TENNVSONIANiE, Sive Edogaj 
e Tennysono Latine redditae, Cura A. J, Church, A.M. 
Extra fcap. Svo. dr. 

Uough (Arthur Hugh). — the poems and prose 

REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a 
Sdection from his Letters and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife. 
With Portrait. Two Vols, Crown 8vo. 2IJ. 
" Taken as a whole" the Spectator says^ " these volumes cannot 

fail to be a lasting monument of one of the most ordinal men of 

our age," 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime FeUow 

of Orid College, Oxford. Fifth Edition, Fcap. 8vo. dr. 

** From the higher mind of cultivated^ all-questiomng^ but still conser* 

votive England^ in this our puzzled generation^ we do not know 

of any utterance in literature so characteristic as the poems of 

Arthur Hu^h Clough,"—FRASZK*s MAGAZINE. 

Jlunes.— THE STORY OF PAULINE: an Autobiography. 
By G. C. Clunes. Crown 8vo. dr. 
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Coleridge. — HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. A NoycL 
By CuRiSTABEL R. Coleridge. Second Edition. Crown 8yo. 6x. 
** IVe have read ii with more than average interest,^* — Saturday 
Review. " We can heartily commend this very charming book,'*— 
Standard. 

Collects of the Church of England, with a beautifall/ 

Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and lUmninated Cover. 

Crown Sva I2x. Aiso kept m various styles of morocco. 

" This is beyond fuestion^** the Art Journal says, "the mut 
beautiful book of the season.^* The Guardlan thinks U^^amc- 
cessful attempt to associate in a natural and unforced manner tke 
flowers of our fidds and gardens with the course of the Chritim 
year" 

Colquhoun.— RHYMES AND CHIMES. By F. S. CoLQD- 
HOUN (nee F. S. Fuller Maitland). Extra fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d, 

Cooper. — SEBASTIAN, A NoveL By Katherine Cooper. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Dante ; an essay. With a Translation of the " De Mon- 
archia." By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, D.C.L., Dean of 
St. Paul's. Crown 8vo. [Immediatdh 

Day.— GOVINDA SAMANTA; or, THE HISTORY OF A 
BENGAL RAIYAT. By the Rev. Lal Behari Day. Cvm 
8vo. 6s. ' 

" The book presents a careful, minute, and well-drawn picture tf 
Ifindoo peasant U/e."— Daily Nkws. 

Days of Old ; stories from old English history. 

By the Author of "Ruth and her Friends." New EditLon. 

lomo. cloth, extra. 2s. 6d. 

"Full of truthful and charming historic pictures, is everywhere vital 
with moral and religious principles, and is written loith a brightness 
of description, and with a dramatic force in the representation of 
character, that have made, and will always make, it one of Ue 
greatest favourites with reading boys.** — Nonconformist. 

Doyle (Sir F. H.)— lectures ON poetry, deUvcrcd 
before the University of Oxford m 1868. By Sir Francis 
Hastings Doyle, Professor of Poetry in the University of 
Oxford. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

Elsie.— A LOWLAND SKETCH. By A. C. M. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 
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Estelle Russell.— By the Author of "The Iiivate life of 
Galileo." New Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

Full of bright pictures of French life. The English family^ whose 
fortunes form the main drift of the story ^ reside mostly in France, hut 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certainly the work of a fresh, vigorous, and most interesting 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing ami 
not too bitter, ** We can send our readers to it with confidence,** 
— Spectator. 

Svans. — Works by Sebastian Evans. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER 
POEMS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 6j. 

^ In this volume we have full assurance that he has *the vision and 
the faculty divine,* . . . Clever and fuU of kindly humour,*' — 
Globe. 



it 



IN THE STUDIO : A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap. 
8vo. $s, 

" The finest thing in the book is *Dudman in Paradise,* a wonderfully 
vigorous and beautiful story. The poem is a most remarkable one^ 
full of beauty, humour, and pointed satire ** — ^Academy. 

Farrell.— THE lectures of a certain professor. 

By the Rev. Joseph Farrell. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d, 

Fawcett. — tales in political economy. By MiL- 
LICENT Fawcett, Author of ** Political Economy for Beginners.' 
Globe 8vo. 3j. 

" The idea is a good one, and it is quite wonderful what a Ptass of 
economic teaching the author manages to compress into a small 
space, . . The true doctrines of international trade, currency, 
and the ratio between production and population, are set before us 
and illustrated in a masterly manner, — ATHENiEUM. 

Fleming. — Works by George Fleming. 

A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
MIRAGE. A Novel. ^Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Fletcher.— THOUGHTS from a GIRL'S life. By Lucy 
Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d, 

Freeman. — historical and architectural 

SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY ITALIAN. By E. A. Freeman, 
D.C.L., LL.D. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 

los, 6d, 

Those who know Italy well will retrace their steps with delight in 
Mr, FreematCs company, and find him a most interesting quide 
and instructor.*'— ExjMiNEK, 
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Hcrry. — Si2^CTI*C^^Fa.OM THE POETICAL WORK^ 

O^ HZZXIlIIH HEIX2. Tnaaaaed mCD Eag^^ Goi^-b 

Bf T, 'w; 

Ankbor d 

Hafadar. — cottage gardexixg : q«, flowers, 

FKUTTS AXO VEGETABLES FOSL SMALL GARDENS. 
^A «!KSw xm£ masTB^ 2md mbl''— ATI 




Home.— BLAXCHE LISLE» ad oAer Fooml Bf ClCiL 



Hood iTomU— THE pleasaxt t ale of puss AKB 

ROBIX AXD THEIR FMEXDS» %XY\\ AND BO^ 
Toti in Fk£x» bj L. Fkouch, asi m R^ses I7 Tom Hooa 

if sr^^y ^m^y mmi cr jvrAr Ar « ^oaarifir at tkt 
CITSMAX. **MBnr /riSck iiu wm ff tm i kimudj m 




BELLES LETTRES, 



and Phillipa— A manual OF marks on 

POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Refer- 
ence. By fW. H. Hooper and W. C. Phillips. With numerous 
lUustratioils. Second Edition, revised. i6mo. 4^. td, 
** It is one of the most complete^ and beyond all comparison y the 
handiest volume of the hind,^* — Athen/eum. 

Hopkins.— ROSE TURQUAND, A NoveL By Ellice 
'Hopkins. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
*• Rose TurqtMnd is a noble heroine, and the story of her sufferings 
and of her sacrifice is most touching, A tale of rare excellence*** — 
Standard. 

Horace.— WORD FOR word from Horace. The odes 

literally versified. By W. T. Thornton, C.B. Crown 8vo. 
7*. dd. 

Hunt.— TALKS ABOUT ART. By William Hunt. With 
a Letter by J. E. Millais. Crown 8vo. 3^. (id, 
" They are singularly racy and suggestive" — —Pall Mall 
Gazbtts, 

Irving.— Works by Washington Irving. 

OLD CHRISTMAS. From the Sketch Book. With upwards 

of 100 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, engraved by J. D. 

Cooper. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth elegant. 6s. 

*' This little volume is indeed a gem. "—Daily News. " Ofie of the 

best and prettiest volumes we have seen this year, .... All the 

illustrations are ^ually charming and equally worthy of the im- 

mortal words to which they are wedded*^ — Saturday Review. 

BRACEBRIDGE HALL. With 120 illustrations by R. Caldecott. 
Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s, 

*.* No one who has seen * Old Christmcu,* issued last year with 
charming illustrations by Mr, Caldecott, is likely to forget the 
pleasure he derived from turning over its pages. Text and illus- 
troHons, both having a flavour of quaint, old-fashioned humour, 
at into each other to perfection, and leave an impression absolutely 
unique, . . . This work is in no respect behind its prc' 
decessorJ* —Gi,OBZ, 

James. — Works by Henry James, jun. 

FRENCH POETS AND NOVELISTS. Crown 8vo. &f. 6d. 

Contents : — Alfred de Musset — Th^ophile Gautier — Baudelaire — 
Honor^ de Balzac— George Sand — Tuigenieff, etc 
** There has of late years appeared nothing upon French literature 
so intelligent as this book-so acute, so full of good sense, so free 
from affectation and pretence,** — ATHENiEUM. 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 21 j. 
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Joubert.— PENSfiES OF JOUBERT. Sdected and Translated 
with the Ori^rmal French appended, by Henry Attwell, Knight 
of the Order of the Oak Crown. Crown 8vo. 5r. 

Keary (A.) — Works by Annie Keary:— 

gjCASTLE DALY: THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME 
THIRTY YEARS AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
" Extremely touching^ and at the same time thoroughly amusing*-^ 
Morning Post. 

JANETS HOME. New Edition. Globe 8va 2s. 6d. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Globe Svo. 2s. 6d. 
^^ Full of wisdom and goodness^ simple^ truthful^ and artistic^ . . It 
is capital as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence. "^-Globe. 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6/. 

*^7his is a very powerfully written j/ivy."— GLOBE. "75l£r is a 
really excellent fwzWl— ILLUSTRATED LONDON News. " The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child 
life are full of truths — Westminster Review. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown Svo. 6s. 
'* A very pleasant and thoroughly interesting book" — John Bull. 

Keary (E.) — the MAGIC valley ; or, PATIENT 
ANTOINE. With Illustrations by E. V. B. Globe Svo. gilt. 
4r. dd, 
**j4 very pretty, tender, quaint little tale. ^'—1iva&. 

Keary (A. and E.) — Works by A. and E. Keary ^- 

THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other Fairy Tales. iSma ^.6d. 
" The tales are fanciful and well written, and they are sure to win 
favour amongst littfe readers. " — ^Athen AUM. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian. 
Mythology. New and Revised Edition, Illustiated by Huard. 
Extra fcap. Svo. 4s. 6d, 

" Told in a light and amusing style, which, in its drollery and 
quaintness, reminds us of our old favourite Grimm.**— -TlUES. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charle«j KiNGSunr, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westmmster :— 

WESTWARD HO! or, The Voyages and AdyeDtnies of Sir 
Amyas Leigh. Forty-first Thousand. Crown Svo. 6s, 

TWO YEARS AGO. Ninth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

HYP ATI A; or. New Foes with an Old Face. Ninth- Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 
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Kingsley {^.)— continued, 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8yo. 6f. 

YEAST : A Problem. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by 
Thomas Hughes, Q.C, and Portrait of the Author. Crown 
Sto. 6j. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With 
Illnstrations by Sir Nokl Paton, R.S.A., and P. Skelton. 
New Edition. Crown 8yo. 6j. 

** In Jufty in humour J and in innocent imagination^ as a child* s 
iooi we do not know its equal,** — London Review. *^Mr, 
Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life, 
. . . There is in the ^WcUer Babies* an abundance of wit, fun^ 
good humour^ geniality^ ^lan, go** — ^TlMES. 

THE HEROES ; or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 

Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" We do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told . . There is a deep under-current of religious feeling traceable 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young readers power* 
fully?* — London Review. " One of the children* s booh that 
will surely become a classic,** — Nonconformist. 

PHAETHON ; or, Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 

Edition. Crown 8va 2s, 

** The dialogue of * Phaethon * has striking beauties^ and its suggest 
tions may meet halfway many a latent doubt, and, like a light 
breeze, lift from the soul clouds that are gathering heavily, and 
threatening to settle down in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair and promising young life,** — Spectator. 

POEMS ; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 

Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

7]^ Spectator calls *^ Andromeda** ** the finest piece of Enqlish 

hexameter verse that has ever been written. It is a volume 

which many readers will be glad to possess,** 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. Fourth Edition. Crown 

8yo. 6s, 

CoJUT^iiTSi— A Charm of Birds; Chalk-Stream Studies ; The 
Fens ; My Winter- Garden ; From Ocean to Sea; North Devon, 

^^ Altogether a delightful book, , , , , It exhibits the author* s best 
traits, and cannot fail to infect the reader with a love of nature 
and of out-door life and its enjoyments. It is well ccUculattd to 
bring a gleam of summer with its pleasant associations, into the 
bleak winter-time ; while a better companion for a summer ramble 
could hardly be found** — British Quarterly Review. 

GLAUCUS ; or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. 
With Coloured Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 65, 
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Kingsley (H.) — ^Works by Hkn&t Kingsley :— 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-nairated. With £i^t faa-pan 
mnstndaiis bj HuAUX Fifth Edition. Crown Syo. cu)S, i 
eztngilL 5r. 
**W€ kmtm m9 kUer iook for those who want knowUdge or seek It 

refresh it. As for the ^sensational^* most novels are tame eom^^. 

fsred with these narratives/* — ^ATHENiEUM. < < Exactly the hock ; 

to interest and to do good to intelligent and high-spirited boysJ*-" \ 

LrrsKART Churchman. 

THE LOST CHILD. With Eight Illiistiations by Frolicbl 
Crown 4to. doth gilL 31. 6d, 
**A fathetic story^ astd told so as to give chiltiren an interest h\ 

AnstraUan wars and scenery."^ Globe. " Very charmtngly and | 

very tomchingly ioldJ* — Satu&DAT Review. 

Knatchboll-Hugessen. — W(»ks by E. H. Knatchbull- 

HUGESSEN, 1X.P. : — 

Mr, KnatchMI'ffugessen has won for himself a reputation tu 
a teller of fairy4ales, ^^ His poufersy* usys the TIMES, 
^^are of a very Jdgh order ; Ught and brilliant narrative flom 
from hispeny and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inex-- 
haustibl^ ** Children reading his stories^** the SCOTSMAN says^ 
*^or hearingthem read^ will have their minds refreshed and m- 
vigcratedas much as their bodies would be by abundance of fresh 
' and exercise," 



STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. With Dlustrations. Sixth 
Edition. Crown Sva 5r. 
" The stories are charming^ and full of life and fun, " — Standard. > 
*' The author has an imagination as fanciful as Grimm himsdf^ 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that Hans Chris* 
tian Andersen has written/* — ^Nonconformist. 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With Dlustra- 
tions by Jsllicoe and Elwss. Fifth Edition. Crown Sva 5f. 
" A fascinating little volume^ which will make him friends in eveiy 
household in which there are children/*— I>JilLY News. 

MOONSHINE: Fairy Talcs. YHth Ulnstrations by W. Bruntoh^ 
Seventh Edition. Crown Svo. doth gilt. 5; • 
*^A volntne of fury tales^ written not only for ungrown childre9m^ 
but for bigger^ etnd if you are nearly worn out, or sick^ or j^ry^ 
you wUlfind it good reading, "—Graphic. ^*Themost charmn^m^ 
volumeof fairy tales which we have ever read, . • . We cannot ^^a^ 
this xfery pleasant book without a word of praise to its illustra^c^p^, 
Mr. Brunton from first to last has done admirably,**— -Tutm^^ 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fairy Stories. With Seven IBiistra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Fifth Edition. CrownJSvo. Cloth gilt. 5/, 
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Knatchbull-Hugessen (£. H.) — continued, 

" Capitally illustrated by W, Brunton. . . . Injrolic and fancy they 
are quite equal to his other books. The author knows how to write 
fairy stories as they should be written. The whole book is full of 
the most delightful drolleries^ — ^TiMES. 

. QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. lUustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt. 5j. 
^^ Decidedly the author's happiest effort, , . . One of the best story 
books of the year." — Hour. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen (Louisa). — the history of 

PRINCE PERRYPETS. A Fairy Tale. By Louisa Knatch- 
bull-Hugessen. With Eight Illustrations by Weigand. 
New Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt 3J. 6^. 
^^A grand and exciting fairy tale,** — Morning Post. *^A delicious 
piece of fairy nonsense.** — Illustrated London News. 

Knox.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By IsA Craig Knox. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt edges. 4r. 6d. 

** The verses are truly sweet ; there is in them not only much genuine 

poetic quality f but an ardent, flowing devotedness, and a peculiar 

skill in propounding theological tenets in the most graceful way, 

which any divine might envy.** — SCOTSMAN. 

Leading Cases done into English. By an Apprentice of 

Lincoln's Inn. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6^. 

" The versifier of these ^Leading Cases* has been most successful. 
He has surrounded his legal distinctions '^h a Judo of mock 
passion which is in itself in the highest degree entertaining, especi- 
ally when the style of the different modern poets is so admirably 
hit off that the cloud of associations which hangs round one oj 
Mr. Swinburnisy or Mr. Rossetti*s, or Mr. Browning* s, or Mr. 
Clough*Sy or Mr. Tennyson* s poems, is summoned up to set off 
the mock tenderness or mock patriotism of the strain itself.'* — 
Spectator. 

Leland.— johnnykin and the goblins. By C. G. 

Leland, Author of " Hans Breitmann's Ballads." With numerous 

Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

^^ Mr. Leland is rich in fantastic conception and full of rollicking 

fun, and youngsters will amazingly enjoy his book.** — BRITISH 

Quarterly Review. 

Lrife and Times of Conrad the Squirrel. A Storr 

for ChUdren. By the Author of "Wandering WiUie," "Effie^s 

Friends," &c. With a Frontispiece by R. Farren. Second 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 3j. 6^. 

^^ Having commenced on the first page, we were compelled to go on to 
the conclusion, and this we predict will be the case with every one 
who opens the book** — Pall Mall Gazette. , 
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Little E Stella, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
i8mo. cloth extra. 2s, 6d, 

** This is a fine story ^ and we thank heaven for not being too wise to 
enjoy it,** — Daily News. 

Loftie.— FORTY-SIX SOCIAL TWITTERS. By Mrs. Loftik. 
i6mo. 2s. 6d. 

*^ Many of these essays are bright and pleasant, and extremely sen- 
sible remarks are scattered about the book. " — ATHENiEUM. 

Lorne. — Works by the Marquis of Lorne : — 

GUIDO AND LITA : A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem. 

Third Edition. Small 4to. cloth elejjant, with Illustrations. 7j. 6(L 

^^ Lord Lorne has the gifts of expression as well cu tlie feelings of a 

poet. " — Times. * * A volume of graceful and harmonious verse. " — 

Standard. ** We may congratulate the Marquis on something 

more than a mere succh destime.^^ — Graphic. ^^ Lucidity of 

thought and gracefulness of expression abound in this attractive 

poem." — Morning Post. 

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED 
IN VERSE. With Three lUustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. 7j. 6d. 

His version is such a great improvement upon Rous that it will be 
surprising should it not supplant the old version in the Scottish 
churches, , , , on the whole, it would not be rash, to call Lord 
Lomis the best rhymed Psalter we have," — ^ATHENiBUM, 
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Lowell. — COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS of James Russell 
Lowell, With Portrait, engraved by Jeens. i8mo. cloth extra. 

4^. td, 

**All readers who are able to recognise and appreciate genuine verse 

will give a glad welcome to this beautiful little volume," — Pall 

Mall Gazette. 

Lyttelton. — ^Works by Lord Lyttelton :— 
THE "COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 
THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into 

Greek Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 6d, 

Macdonell. — for the kings dues. By Agnes Mac- 
DONELL, Author of "Martin's Vineyard." Oieaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Mackinlay. POEMS. By James M. Mackinlay, M. A., Extm 

fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d, 
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Maclaren.— THE fairy family, a series of Ballads and 
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By 
Archibald Maclaren. With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, 
and Vignette, Crown 8vo. gilt Sj. 

Macmillan's Magazine.— Published Monthly. Price IS. 
Volumes I. to XXXVIII. are now ready. *]s, td. each. 

Macquoid. — patty. By Katharine S. Macquoid. Third 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

**A book to be read,** — Standard. '*A powerful and fascinating 
story.** — Daily Telegraph. 

Maguire,— YOUNG prince marigold, and other 

FAIRY STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguire, M.P. 

Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Globe 8vo. gilt 4r. dd, 

" The author has evidently studied the ways and tastes of children and 

got at the secret of amusing them ; and has succeeded in what is not 

so easy a tctsk as it may seem — in producing a really good children* s 

book/* — Daily Telegraph. 

Mahaffy. — Works by J. P. Mahaffy, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Dublin. 

SOCIAL LIFE IN GREECE FROM HOMER TO MENAN- 
DER. Third Edition, enlarged, with New Chapter on Greek 
Art. ' Crown 8vo. 9^. 

** Should be in the hands of all who desire thoroughly to understand 
and to enjoy Greek literature^ and to get an intelligent idea of the 
old Greek life" — Guardian. 

RAMBLES AND STUDIES IN GREECE. Illustrated. Second 
Edition, revised and enlarged, with Map. Crown 8vo. lor. 6d, 
" A singularly instructive and agreeable volume." — Athenaeum. 
** This charmingly picturesque and lively volume.** — Examiner. 

Massey.— SONGS of the noontide rest. By Lucy 
Massey, Author of "Thoughts from a Girl's Life." Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth extra. 4f. 6d, 

Masson f (Mrs.)— three centuries of English 

POETRY : being selections from Chaucer to Herrick, with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by Mrs. Masson and a general introduction by 
Professor Masson. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d. 
** Most excellently done. The selections are made with good taste 
and discrimination. The notes, too, are to the point. We can 
most strongly recommend the book** — Westminster Review. 

Masson (Professor). — Works by David Masson, M.A., 
Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 
of Edinburgh. 
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Masson (Professor) — conHnued. 

WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER 

ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5j. 
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 177a Crown 8vo. 5j. 
THE THREE DEVILS: LUTHER^S, MILTON'S, and 

GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Ciown 8vo. 5f. 

Mazini.— IN THE GOLDEN SHELL ; A Story of Palermo. By 
Linda Mazini. With Illustrations. Globe 8yo. cloth gilt 4J. 6</. 
" As beautiful and bright and fresh as the scenes to which it wafts 
us over the blue Mediterranean^ and as pure and innocent^ but 
piquant and sprightly as the little girl who plays the part of its 
heroine, is this admirable Utile book,** — Illustrated London 
News. 

Merivale.— KEATS' HYPERION, rendered into Latin Verse. 
By C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 
jx. dd, 

Milner.— THE LILY OF LUMLEY. By Edith Milnkr. 
Crown 8vo. *ls, 6d, 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited with Tert collated from 
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by David 
Masson. Three vols. 8vo. 42J. With Three Portraits engraved by 
C. H. Jeens. (Uniform with the Cambridge Shakespeare.) 
** An edition of Milton which is certain to be the standard edition 

for many years to conte^ and which is as complete and saHsfactory 

as can be conceived" — Examiner. 
Golden Treasury Edition. By the same Editor. With Two 

Portraits. 2 vols. i8mo. 9/. 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Mitford (A. B.)— TALES OF OLD JAPAN. By A. B. 

MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the Briti^ Legation in Japan. 

With Illustrations drawn and cut on Wood by Japanese Artists 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 

" They will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptionc:^^ 
society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sfarkUng, sens^^^^ 
tional, and dramatic, and the origincUify of their ideas and ig^ i;^^ 
quaintness of their language give them a most captivaHng /Y^fni _^ir 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for thi Ofriwcr-^^ in 
such matters have a special and particular tfofyu" — Pall Mr^^^j^f 
Gazette. 

Molesworth. — Works by Mrs. Molesworth (Ei 
Graham) : — 

GRANDMOTHER DEAR, Illustrated by Walter Cbl.__^he. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt. 4s, 6d, , . . \3ust j^^^gadf' 
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lleSWOrth (Mrs.) — continued. 

E1L.L. ME A STORY. lUustrated by Walter Crane. Globe 
8to. gilt 4r. dd. Second Edition. 

•• So ddighiftd that we are inclined to join in the petition^ and we 
hope she may soon tell us more stories, — ATHENiEUM. 

* CARROTS " : JUST A LITTLE BOY. lUustrated by Walter 

Crane. Eighti^ Thousand. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4r. 6d. 

" One of the cleverest and most pleasing stories it has been our good 

fortune to meet tvithfor some time. * Carrots ' and his sister are 

ddighiful little beings^ whom to read about is at once to be become 

veryjond of — Examiner. 

THE CUCKOO CLOCK. Illustrated by Walter Crane. Eighth 
Tliousand. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4^. 6flf. 

** A beautiful little story, . . . It will be read with ddight by 
every child into whose hands it is placed, . . . Ennis Graham 
deserves all the praise that has been^ is, and will be, bestowed on 

* The Cuckoo Clock, Children's stories are plentiful^ but one like 
this is not to be met with every day,'' — Pall Mall GAZETTE. 

Morgan. — BARON BRUNO; or, THE UNBELIEVING 
PHILOSOPHER, AND OTHER FAIRY STORIES. By 
Louisa Morgan. Illustrated by R. Caldecott Crown 8vo. gilt. 5^. 
** The prettiest collection of stories we have seen for a long time. 
One and all are graceful and dreamy little prose-poems with some- 
thing of the bewitching pathos of Hans Christian Andersen's 

* Uttle Mermaidy* and * Eleven Swans' "—Examiner. 

*QUlton. — SWALLOW FLIGHTS. Poems by Louisa Chand- 
XxR MoULTON. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4r. 6d, 

The ATHENiEUM says : — ^^ Mrs, Moulton has a real claim to atten- 
tion. It is not too much to say of these poems that they exhibit 
delicate and rare beauty, marked origiftality, and perfection of 
style. What is still better, they impress us with a sense of vvvia 
and subtle imagination, and that spontaneous feding which is the 
essence of lyrical poetry'* 

^ultrie. — POEMS by John Moultrie. Complete Edition. 

^ a Tols. Crown 8vo. 7^. each. 

V^oL I. MY BROTHER'S GRAVE, DREAM OF LIFE, &c. 

^ With Memoir by the Rev. Prebendary Coleridge. 

V^ol. IL LAYS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, and other Poems. 

With notices of the Rectors of Rugby, by M. H. Bloxham, 

F.R.A.S. 

trs. Jerningham's Journal, a Poem pmporting to be the 

Journal of a newly-married Lady. Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. 
Sj; td. 



1 8 BELLES LE TTRES. 

^* It is neariy a perfect gem* We have had nothing so good jr^^g 
lan^ timet and thote who neglect to read it are neglecting opt^ d 
the jewds of contemporary history.** — Edinburgh Daily l^^ 
visw. '* One quality in thepiece^ sufficient of itself to claim § 
moments attention^ is that it is unique— original, indeed, is notUt 
strong m word — in the manner of its conception and execution.' 
— Pall Mall Gazbttb. 

Mudic— STRAY LEAVES. ByC. E. Mudie. New Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d, Contents :—** His and Mine"- 

•« Night and Day"—" One of Many," &c 

This little volume consists of a number of poems, mostly ofageitmndj 
devotional character, ** They are for the most part so exqMAf ^>I 
sweet cad delicate as to de quite a marvel of composition. They an 
worthy of being laid up in the recesses of the heart, and recalled tt 
memory from time to time" — ILLUSTRATED LONDON News. 

Murray. — round about France. By e. c. Grenville 

Murray. Crown Svo. yr. 6d. 

•M most amusing scries of articles." — ATHENAEUM. 

« 

Myers (Ernest).— Works by Ernest Myers :— 
THE PURITANS. Extra ffcap. Svo. doth. 2s. 6d, 

POEMS. Extra fcap. 8va 4s. 6d. 

•• The diction is exrelUnt, the rhythm falls pleasantly on the ear, 
there is a classical Jfaxfour in the verse which is eminently gratefvlt 
the thought and imagery are poetical in character." — ^Pall Mall 
Gazette. ' 

Myers (F. W. H.)— poems. ByP. W. H. Myers. Con- 
taining "St. Paul,'* **Sl John," and others. Extra fcap. Svo. 
4r. 6d* 

**7t is rare to find a writer who combines to such an extent the feudil 
* '^ eomnn^Z^^^^ Ak^'^S^ Vfith the faculty of euphonious expr» 
^•W^'*— SPECTAr^^ 

l^ichol HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. By JofflJ 

NlCHOU B.A. Oxon., R^us Professor of English Laiguage ajd 
literature in the University of Glasgow. Extra fcap. 8vo. V- ^ 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of "St Olave's," "When I 
waa a Little Girl," &c lUnstrated by Frouch. Fourth Edition. 

Extra fcap. Svo. cloth gUt. 4f; ^^ . ... ^. , 

It is helm>ed that this story, by the favourably hnawn author oj 
«* St Olav^s," vnll Ar found both highly interesting and tmstructwi 
to the voun<- ' The volume contains eight graphic illustrations by 
Mr L J^li^l^' ^^ Examiner se^s : " Whether the readers 
are nine vears old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enfof 
thitf*rttyvoif*me" 
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Noel.— BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 
RoDEN Noel. Fcap. 8vo. dr. 

Noel (Lady Augusta).— o wen g WYNNE'S GREAT 

WORK. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

Norton. — ^Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYK With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4s, 6d, 

**J*ull of thought well expressed, and may be classed among her best 
eforts"— Times, 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition, Crown 8vo. 6s. 

" This varied and lively mrvel — this clever novel so full of character ^ 
and of fine incidental remark,^* — Scotsman. ** One of the 
pleasantest and healthiest stories of modem fctionj* — Globb. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 

Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leayes. 4r. 6d. 

** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the hearty 

purify the feeling, and quicken and sustcUn right principles,^* — 

Nonconformist. **^ more gracefully written story it ts impos- 

sible to desire," — Daily News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

*'Jt is a very different work from the ordinary run of novels, 
TTie whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked ot^t with subtlety 
and insight.'' — ATHENiCUM 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Crown 8vo. 6s, Sixth Edition 
** We can pronounce it one of the happiest of her recent efforts," — 
Times. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE : Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, 
and their City. With Illustrations from Drawings by Professor 
Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. 
Jeens. Second Edition with Preface. Medium 8vo. Cloth extra. 

2lS, 

The Edinburgh Review says '* We cannot leave this subject 
without expressing our admiration for the beautiful volume which 
Mrs. Oliphant has devoted io the ^ Makers of Florence* — one of 
the most elegant and interesting books which has been inspired in 
our time by the arts and annals of that celebrated Republic,** 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6f. 

Our Year, a Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of "John Halifax, Gentleman.** Illustrated by Clarence 
Dobell. Royal i6mo. y. 6d. 

** It is fust the book we could wish to see in the hands of every child',** 
— English Churchman. * 

B 2 
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Palgrave. — ^Works by Fkancis Tuum Palgray^ If. a., laflb 
Fdlow of Exeter CoDcge^ Oxford : — 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 
GRANGE. ABookforChOdren. YHlh Ufaistrations by Ailthttr 
Hughes, and Ei^nTcd Title-page bj Jeiks. Small 4to. doth 
extia. es, 

** If ycu wani m rmUy good hook for boik sexes and all ages^ Imy 
tJUs, as koMdsowu a vobame of tales as yot^B find m aU ikt 
wtarkeL^—KTBXSMCU, ^^ExqmissU hoik inform and subOanu," 

— GUAXDIAN. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fca^ Syo. 6f. 

*^A vointne of fnre fuUt verse, s^arUmg with tender mdotSes, and 
aHve with tMongkts of genuine poetry, . . . TSurw where wewiS 
tkrongkout the voinme, tee find traces of heanty, tenderness, and 
tmtk ; truefoefs work, tomcked and refined by the master-hand oj 
a real artist, who shows hisgenins even in trifles J^ — STANDARa 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, i8ma ix. ^ 
'* So choice, so perfect, and so refined, so tender in feding, and n 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to eoay- 
thing that he gives us." — Litkrary Churchman. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited bj F. T. Palgravk. i8mo. 41. 6d, 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. 
Palgrayb. Gem Edition. With Vignette Title by Jkkns. y,6d, 
'*/vr minute elegance no volume conld possibly excd the 'Gm 
££tion.' " — Scotsman. 

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY. 
Selected and arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrayb. iSmo. 
2J. 6d,, and in Two Parts, is, each. 

HERRICK : SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. 
With Notes. i8mo. 4s. 6d, 

Pater. — Works by Walter Pater, Fellow of Brasenose College, 
Oxford:— 

THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Poetry. Second 
Edition, Revised, with Vignette, engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown 
8vo. lOf. 6d, 

'* Mr, Pater's Studies in the history of the Renaissance, consiiint/ 
the most remarkable example of this younger movement towards » 
&€sh and inner criticism, and they are in themsdves a sitigultr 
and interesting addition to literature, TTu subjects are of the vtrj 
kind in which we need instruction and guidance, and there is d 
moral in the very choice of them. From the point of view of jorm 
and literary comtosition they are striking in the highest degriL 
They is^troduce to English readers a new and tKstinguished masUf 
in the great ana difficult art of writing prose. Their style i* 
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marked by a flavour at omci full and exquisUe^ by a quality Aai 
mixes richness with delicacy and a Jirm coherency with in^mU 
subtlety," — ^FORTNIGHTLY Review. 

DIO^SUS ; and other Studies. Crown 8va IShorUy. 

Patmorc— THE CHILX>REN'S garland, from the Best 
Poets. Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmork. New 
Edition. With IHiistnUions by J. Lawsom. Crown 8yo. gilt dr. 
Golden Treasniy Edition. iSmo. 41. 6^. 

" The charming illustrations added to many of the poems will add 
greatly to ihar value in the eyes of children!^ — ^Daily News. 

Peel. — ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS. 
By Edmund Peel» ' Author of ** An Ancient City," etc. Crown 
8vo. y. 6r/. 

Pember.— THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Diamatic Poem. 
By E. H. Pember. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6^ 

Founded upon the story of Sappho, ** He tdls his Oory with dramatic 
force, and in language that often rises almost to grandeur/' — 

ATHENiEUM. 

Phillips.— BENEDICTA. A XoveL By Mrs. Alfred Phiixips. 
3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 31J. 6d. 

PhilpOt. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A FEW 
SHELLS ; Being Fragments of Reflection, now and then with 
Cadence, made up mostly by the Sea-shore. By the Rev. W. B. 
Philpot. Second Edition, picked, sorted, and polished anew ; 
with Two Illustrations by George Smith. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 
OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. y, od. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 

of K Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of " The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. gilt, 4J. 6d 
•* A whimsical and charming little bookJ** — ^ATHENiEUBf. 

Prince Florestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. 8vo. cloth. 
Extra gilt edges, 5j. A French Translation, 5J. Also an Edition 
for the People. Crown 8vo. is, 

.Quin« — GARDEN RECEIPTS. Edited by Charles Quin. 
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d, 

♦* The most useful book for the garden tJiat has been published for 
sometimeJ*^ — Florist and Pomologist. 

Realmah. — By^ the] Author of "Friends in Council" Crown 
8yo. 6j. 
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Rhoades. — poems. By James Rhoades. Fcap. Syo. 4j. 6d, 

Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Selection of 
L^ends drawn from Valmiki's Sanskrit Poem, "The R^poayana." 
By Frederika Richardson. Crown 8vo. 7/. 6d, 
**It is impossible to read it without recognizing the TMilut and interest 
of the Eastern Hdc, It is as fascinating as a fairy tale, this 
romantic poem of Indict. '* — Globe. * * A charming volume^ which 
at once enmeshes the reader in its snares,** — ^ATHENiEUM. 

Rimmer.— ANCIENT streets and homesteads of 

ENGLAND. By Alfred Rimmer. With Introduction by the 

Very Rev. J. S. HowsoN, D.D., Dean of Chester. Royal 8yo. 

with 150 Illustrations by the Author, Cloth elegant, 2ij. 

** All the illustrations are clear and good, and they are eminently 
truthful. . , . A book which gladdens the eye while it instructs 
and improves the mind." — Standard. ** One of the mod 
interesting and beautiful books we have seen this season. . . . 
It is full of knowledge, the result of exact and Jaithjul study, most 
readable and interesting ; the illustrations are simply expdsiteJ* 
— NON CON FORM 1ST. 

Robinson.— GEORGE LINTON ; OR, THE FIRST YEARS 
OF AN ENGLISH COLONY. By John Robinson, F.R.G.S. 
Crown 8vo. 7^. (>d. 

^^ If one may speak confidently on such a matter from on^smt 
experience, it must be a rare thing for a critic to put down a tun^ 
having read every word of it, and find himself at the endaskifii 
for more. Yet this is what happened to us with George Linton* * 
— Spectator. 

Rossetti. — Works by Christina Rossetti : — 
POEMS. Complete Edition, containing " Goblin Market," " Tie 
Prince's Progress," &c. With Four Illustrations. Extra fcapb 
8vo. dr. . 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by Arthur Hughes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. /^, 6d, 

" Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile fireside circle**"' 
Morning Post. 

Ruth and her Friends, a Story for Girls. With a FroDtii* 
piece. Seventh Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6d, 
•* IVe wish all the school girls and home-taught girls in the laudh^ 
the opportunity of reading it.^* — NONCONFORMIST. 

Scouring of The White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. Illustrated 
by Doyle. Imp, i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3J. (>d. 
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Shairp (Principal).— KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 

other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Princi|Md of the 

United College, St Andrews. Fcap. 8vo. 5/. 

** KUmahoe is a Highland Pastoral^ redolent of the warm soft air 

of the western lochs and moors, sketched out with remarkable 

grace and picturesqueness,'^^ — Saturday Review. 

Shakespeare. — ^The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark, M.A. and W. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. cloth. 
The Guardian calls it an ^^ excellent ^ and, to the student, almost 

indispensable edition ; " and the EXAMINER calls it **an unrivalled 

edition." 

Shakespeare's Plays. — An attempt to determine the Chrono- 
logical Order. By the Rev. H. Paine Stokes, B.A. Extia 
fcap. 8vo. 4f. 6d, 

Shakespeare Scenes and Characters. — a Series o 

Illustrations designed by Adamo, Hofmann, Makart, Pecht, 
Schwoerer, and Speiss, engraved on Steel by Bankel, Bauer, 
Goldberg, Raab, and Schmidt; with Explanatory Text, 
selected and arranged by Professor Dowden. Royal 8vo. Cloth 
elegant. 2/. 12s. od. 

Also a LARGE PAPER EDITION, India Proofs. Folio, half- 
morocco elegant. 4/. I4r. 6d, 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossarial and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jsphson. New Edition. 
i8mo. is. 

Slip (A) in the Fens.— illustrated by the Author. Crown 
8vo. df. 

" An artistic littlevolume, for every page is a picture*^ — ^TlMES. **// 
^ will be read with pleasure, and with a pUctsure that is altogether 
innocent" — Saturday Review. 

Smedley._TWO dramatic poems. By Menella Bute 
Smedley, Author of ** Lady Grace," &c. Extra fcap. 8va dr. 
" Afay be read with enjoyment and profit " — Saturday Review. 

Smith. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 
8vo. 5j. 

Smith (Rev. Walter). — HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE 
CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C Smith, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6j. 

Southesk.— THE MEDA MAIDEN : AND OTHER POEMS. 
By the Earl of Southesk, K.T. Extra fcap. 8vo. 7j. 
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// is pleasant in these days, when there is so much artificial and 
sensuous verse published, to come across a book so thoroughly fresh 
and healthy as Lord Southesk^s, . . . TTiere is an infinite charm 
about them in their spontaneity and their healthful philosophy, in 
the fervent love for nature which is their distinguishing character- 
istic, and the manly and wholesome tone which pervades every 
page.^* — Scotsman. 

Stanley,— TRUE to life.— a simple story. By Mary 
Stanley. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 
*^For many a long day we have not met with a more simple^ healthy^ 
and unpretending story" — Standard. 

Stephen (C. E.)— the service of the poor ; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline 
Emilia Stephen. Crown 8yo. dr. 6d, 

** It touches incidentally and with much wisdom and tenderness on 
so many of the relations of women, particularly of single women, 
with society, thai it may be read with advantage by many who 
have never thought of entering a Sisterhood,** Svjlctai:oiu 

Stephens (J. B.) — convict ONCK a Poem. By J. 

Brunton Stephens. Extra fcap. 8va y. 6d, 

** It is as far more interesting than ninety-nine novels out of a 

hundred, as it is superior to them in power, worth, and beauty. 

We should most strongly advise everybody to read * Convict Once. * 

— Westminster Review. 

Streets and Lanes of a* City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Dutton. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. 2j. 6iL 
** One of the most raUly striking books that has ever come before us,** 
— Literary Churchman. 

Thompson. — a handbook to the public picture 

GALLERIES OF EUROPE. With a brief sketch of the 
History of the various schools of Painting from the thirteenth 
century to the eighteenth, inclusive. By Kate Thompson. 
Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. dr. 

** A very remarkable memoir of the several great schools of paintings 
and a singularly lucid exhibition of the principal treasures of all 
the chief and some of the smaller puture galleries of Europ^^ 
This unpretending book which does so much for the history of 0^-^ 
is also a traveller's guide-book; a guide-book, moreover, so cof^ac^- 
venieni in arrangement and comprehensive in design that it a/^^lll 
not fail to become the companion of the majority of Engli 
tourists, , . . The large crowd of ordinary connoisseurs w* 
only care to know a little about pictures, and the choicer body 
intelligent students of all artistic objects that fall in their way, 
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extol the compact little volume as the model of what an art 
explorer^ s vade mecum should be. It will also be fnmd in the 
highest degree serviceable to the more learned connmssenrs and 
erudite authorities on the matter of artj* — Morning Post. 

Thring.— SCHOOL SONGS. A CoUection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. £. 
Thring and H. Riccius. Folia 71. 6d, 

Tom Brown's School Days. — By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, 41. 6^. People's Edition, zs. 

With Seven Illustrations by A. HuGHSS and Sydney Hall. 

Crown 8vo. dr. 

" The most famous bq/s book in the language," —DAILY Nsws. 

Tom Brown at Oxford. — New Edition. With ninstxations 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

**/nno other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities 0/ 
the English gentleman more happily portrayed."— Dmly News. 
*M book of great power and truth "—NATlOlfAJ. REVIEW. 

Tourgenief. — virgin SOIL. By I. Tourgenief. Trans- 
lated by AsHTON W. DiLKE. Crown 8vo. iQs. 6d, 
^^ If we want to know Russian life and society in all its phases . . . 
we cannot do better than take up the works of the greatest of 
Russian novelists, and one of the greatest in all European literal 
turcy Ivan Tourgenief"— T>Aii.Y News. 

Trench. — Works by R. Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see THEOLOGICAL, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. 8vo. 7*. 6<^ 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 

arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop TRENCH. Second Edition. 

Extra fcap. 8yo. $s. 6d, 

'* TheArchbishophasconferredinthisdelightfulvolumeanimportam 

gift on the whole English-speaking population of the world." -^ 

Pall Mall Gazette. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly LyricaL Selected and 
arranged for Use. By Archbishop TRENCH. Third Edition, 
Corrected and Improved. Fcap. 8vo. 7/. 

Turner. — ^Works by the Rev. CHARLES TENNYSON TURNER :— 

SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 

8vo. 4J. 6^. 
SMALL TABLEAUX. Fcap. 8vo. 4J. 6</. 
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Tyrwhitt — our sketching club. Letters and Studies 
on Landscape Art. By Rev. R. St. John Tyrwhitt, M.A. 
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts 
in Professor Rusldn's "Elements of Drawing." Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

Under the Limes.— Bv the Author of "Christina North." 
Second Edition. Crown svo. 6s, 

" On€ of the prettiest and best told stories which it has been owr 
good fortune to read for a long time, ^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Villari. — IN CHANGE UNCHANGED. By Linda Villari. 
Author of "In the Golden Shell," &c Two vols. Crown 8vo. 

2 IX. 

Wandering Willie. By the Author of " Effie's Friends," and 
" John Hatherton." Third Edition. Crown 8vo. df. 
" This is an idyll of rare truth and beauty, . . . The story is simpU 
and touching^ the style of extraordinary delicacy, precision, emd 
picturesqueness, , , , A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to novels, and will amply repay those of'thar elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal. — Daily News. 

Webster. — Works by Augusta Webster : — 

"// Mrs, Webster only remains true to herself, she will assuredly 
take a higher rank as a poet than any woman has yet done,** — 
Westminster Review. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. Sj. 
" A volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poetic power^*'^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. ^s, 6/. 
**Mrs, Webster has shown us that she is able to draw admirably 
from the life; that she can observe with subtlety, and render her 
observations with ddicacy ; that she can impersonate complex con* 
ceptions and venture into recesses of the ideal world into which 
few living writers can follow her,** — Guardian. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. y, 6d. 

**Mrs, Webstet^s poems exhibit simplicity and teriemess , , , her 
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thought, feeling, and observation which demand tliat attention which 
only real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow** — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF ^SCHYLUS. Literally translated 
into English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. jj. 6</. ^ 
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Webster (Augusta)— ^i^«//««^^. 

" Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill** — Aths- 
NiEUM. " Mrs, Webster^ s * Dramatic Studies* and • TranshUum 
of Prometheus ' have won for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
realization, and bids fair to be the most success^ claimant of Mrs* 
Brownings mantle** — ^British Quarterly Rkview. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. LiteraUy translated into English 
Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6^. 

^^ Mrs, Webstet's transkUion surpasses our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original without any of thai harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph,**— -VlBSTUUiSTEK Rkview. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap.Svo. 5j. 
" The * Auspicious Day* shows a marked advance, not only in art, 
but, in what is of tar more importance, in breadth of thought and 
intellectual grasp.** — Westminster Review. ^^ This drama is 
a manifestation of high dramatic power on the part of the gifted 
writer, and entitled to our warmest admiration, as a worthy piece 
ojwork,** — Standard. 

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 3j. ddf. 

*^ A very charming tale, charmingly told in dainty verse, with 
occasional lyrics of tender beauty.** — Standard. " We close the 
book with the reneived conviction that in Mrs. Webster we have a 
profound and original i>oet. The book is marked not by mere 
sweetness of mdody — rare as that gift is — but by the inftnitdy 
rarer gifts of dramatic power, of pension, and sympathetic insight,** 
— Westminster Review. 

A HOUSEWIFE'S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. *js.^. 

When I was a Little Girl. STORIES for children. 

By the Author of "St Olave's." Fifth Edition. Extra fcap. 

8vo. 4J. 6d, With Eight Illustrations by L. Frolich. 

" At the head, and a long way ahead, of all books for girls, we 
place * When I was a Little Girl,* "—Times. ^^ It is one of the 
choicest morsels of child'biography which we have met wUh,**-^ 
Nonconformist. 

White.— rhymes by WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7j. 6^ 

Whittier.— JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER'S FOETICAL 
WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C H. 
Txbns. i8mo. 4J. (id, 
" Mr, WMttier has all the smooth melody and the pathos of the author 

of ^Hiawatha* with a greater nicety of description and a 

quainter fancy "^Gkavkic, 



/ 
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Willoughby.— FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Yount^ 
By F. Willoughby. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. gilt 5j. 
*'^ A dainty and deliciouf tale of the good old-fashioned type,'* ^ 
Saturday Review. ^ 

Wolf.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIM^«^. 
Twenty Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. an^^^ 
Whvmper. With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. EL^;y^ 
F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 2iJ. ' 

This is the last series of drawings which will be tnctde by Mr, Wdj, 
either upon wood or stone. The Pall Mall Gazette says: 
" The fierce^ untamable side of brute nature hcts never received a 
mare robust and vigorous interpretation^ and the various incidents 
in which particular character is shown are set forth with rare dra- 
matic pozuer. For excellence that will endure, we incline to plact 
this very near the top of the list of Christmas boqjlts.** Andtht 
Art Journal observes, ** Rarely, if ever, have we seen animal 
life more forcibly and beautifully depicted than in this reallf 
splendid volume. 

Also, an Edition in royal folio. Proofs before Letters, each Proof 
signed by the Engravers. 

Woolner.— MY beautiful lady. By Thomas Woolnkk. 

With a Vignette by A. Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. S'* 

'* No man can read this poem without being struck by thejitness m 

finish of the workmanship, so to speak, as well as by the chasteiui 

and unpretending loftiness of thought which pervades the wkck 

—Globe. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of "W 
of Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., "• 
" The selection aims at popularity, and deserves it,** — GUARDIAN. . 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Twenty-thuxi Edition.. Witk 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HEARTSEASE. Fifteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. 6s, 
THE DAISY CHAIN. Sixteenth Edition. With lUustrations. 

Crown 8vo. 6s, 

THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAlN. 
Fourteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
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Yonge (C. yi.)—conHnued. 
THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Sixth Edition. Cxx>wn 8vo. dr. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Fifth Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6j. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Seventii Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 
" We think the authoress of * The Heir of Redely ffe' has surpassed 

her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden timeJ*^ 

— British Quarterly. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 
* * Prettily and tenderly written^ and will with young people especially 
be a great favourite,*^ — ^Daily News. ** Everybody should read 
this, — ^Literary Churchman. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; OR, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIBAUMONT. Crown 8vo. dr. Sixth Edition. 
"Miss Yonge has brought a lofty aim as well cts high art to the con- 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts 
in historical romance."— Morning Post. " The plot, in truth, 
is of the very first order of mefit." — Spectator. " We have 
seldom read a more charming story," — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of tiie Last Crasade. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. i8mo. 7.s. 6d, 

" A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended. . . . This 
extremely prettUy-told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
by the name of the author of * The Heir of Redclyffe^ on the title' 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite." — Dublin 
Evening Mail, 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition, witii Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. ^, 6d, * 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour, and the 
story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader" — Manchester 
Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE i RICHARD THE FEARLESS. Sixtii 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d. each. 

Contents of First Series: — History of Philip Quarll— 
Goody Twoshoes — The Grovemess — ^Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
lations of a Mouse— The Village School — ^The Littie Queen — 
History of Littie Jack. 
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Yonge (C. M.)—con/inuai. 

'• Miss yonge has done great service to the infantry of this generaii^ 
by putting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within their reac\^ 
— British Quarierly Review. 

Contents of Second Series: — FamUy Stories — ^Element^^^ 
Morality — A Puzzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality*. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND Azx 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. Qoxots 
Treasury Series). 41. 6</. Cheap Edition, u. 
** We have seen no prettier gift-hook for a long time, and none wkick, 

both for its cheapness and the spirit in which it has been compiltd, 

is more deserving of praise.** — ATHENiEUM. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt. dr. 

'*' Lucy's Wonderful Globe* is capital^ and will give its ywthJfd 
readers more idea of foreign countries and customs than any fomber 
of books of geography or travel** — Graphic. 

I 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. Third Eldition, enlarged. 5/. 

Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Thkd Edition. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

^* Instead of dry details** says the Nonconformist, **we kot 
living pictures^ faithful, vwid, and striking** 

Third Series. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5^. 

P's and Q's ; OR, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 

With Illustrations by C. O. Murray. Third Edition. Globe 

8vo. cloth gilt 4r. dd. 

* ' One of her most successful little pieces .... fust what a narraHi^ 
should be, each incident simply and naturally related, nopradf^^ 
or moralizing, and yet the moral coming out most fHrwerptUy, af^ 
the whole story not too long, or with the least appearance of hw^ 
spun Ota,** — ^Literary Churchman. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE ; OR, UNDER WOD&» 
UNDER RODE. Fourth Edition. Two vols, crown 8vo. i^-^' 
*' A domestic story 0; English professional life, which for stoeetn^^^ 
of tone and absorbing interest from first to last has never be^^ 
rivalled.** — Standard. ** Miss Yonge hcu certainly added ^ 
her already high reputation by this charming book, which keeps f^i 
reader's attention fixed to the end. Indeed we are only sorry ther^ ^^ 
not another volume to come, and part with the Underwood fam^^^ 
with sincere regret." — Court Circular. 
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Onge (C. M.) — continued. 

LADY HESTER; or, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. Third 
Sdition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

" IVe shall mft anHcipaU the interest by epitcmmng tkefiat^ hmi wi 
shall only say that readers will find in it all the gracefulness^ fight 
feelings and delicate perception which they have been long (ucustomed 
to look for in Miss Yong^s toritingr,**—-GUARJ>lXS, 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES ; or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH. 
Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j'. 

** Marked by all the perfect and untiring freshness that always 
charm us in Miss Yong^s navels. ^^ — GRAPHIC. ** The story is 
admirably toldy and extremely interesting,*^ — STANDARD. 

THE THREE BRIDES. Eighth Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

\2S. 
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MAGMILUN'S GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES. 

Uniformly printed in i8mo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
NoKL Paton, T. Woolner, W. Holman Hunt, J. E 
MiLLAis, Arthur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by 
JsENS. Bound in extra cloth, 4s. 6d. each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

" Messrs. Macmillan have, in their Golden Treasury Series, especially 
^ovided editions of standard works, volumes of selected poetry, and 
original compositions, which entitle this series to be ccUled classical. 
Nothing can be better than the literary execution, nothing more 
elegant than the material workmanship." — British Quarterly 
Review. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 

Palgrave. 

" This delightfid little volume, the Golden Treasury, which contains 
many of the best original lyrical pieces and songs in our languagt, 
grouped with care and skill, so as to illustrate each other like ^ 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery J** — Quarterly Review. 

The Children's Garland from the best Poets* 

Selected and arranged by^CovENTRY Patmore. 

" // includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetrj, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated m 
obtaining insight into the feelings and tastes of childhood, and 
desirous to awaken its finest impulses, to cultivate its keenest sensi- 
bilities.^—MoKKisG Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best EngUsh Hymn Writers. 

Selected and arranged by Lord Selborne. A New and En- 

larged Edition. 

**All previous compilations of this kind must undeniably for thi 
present give place to the Book of Praise. . . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. Tie 
pains involved in this compilation must have been immense, em' 
bracing, as it does, every writer of note in this special province oj 
English literature, and ranging over the most widely divergeni 
tracks of religious thought.^* —Satvrd AY Review. 
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The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected 
and rendered anew by the Author of ** John Halifax, 
Gentleman." 

** A delightful sdecHofty in a delightful external form ; full of tht 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fcury tales^*^ 
Spectator. 

The Ballad Book, a Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 
Edited by William Allingham. 

* * His taste as a judge of old poetry will he founds by all CLcquainted with 
the various readings oj old English ballads, true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a taskj'^ — Saturday Review. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

" The fullest and best jest book thai hcu vet appeared.*' — Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, 

M.A. 

" The beautiful little edition of Bacon* s Essay s, now before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr. Aldis Wright. . . . It 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacotis life and //w^j."— Spectator. 

The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
^^ A beautiful and scholarly reprint** — Spectator. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

**yi well-selected volunu of Sacred Poetry** — Spectator. 

A Book of Golden Deeds ot All Times and All Countries 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of ** The Heir of 
Redclyffe." 

"... To the youngs for whom it is especially intended, as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told;, and to their elders, 
as a useful handbook of reference, and a pleasant one to take up 
when their wish is to while a7vay a weary half-hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime.*^ — Athen/eum. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, with 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

** Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Burns 
yet <w/."— Edinburgh Daily Review. 

c 
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The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited from 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A. Fellow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

** Mutilated and modified editions of this English classic are so much 
the rule, that a cheap and pretty copy of it, rigidly exact to the 
original f will be a prize to many book-buyers," — Examines. 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LL Davies, M. A. and D. J. VMjghan, M.A. 
*M daintv and cheap little editionj^ — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 

** A choice collection of the sterling songs of England, Scotland, and 
Ireland, with the music of each prefaced to the Words. How muck 
true wholesome pleasure such a book can dijfuse, and will diffuse, 
we trust through many thousand families y — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
GUSTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow SchooL 
A selection oj the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

" A perfect gem of a book. The best and most healthy book about 
boys for boys that ever was written.'*'^ — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of "Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of ** The Heir of Redclypfe." 
With Vignette. 

^^ An admirable addition to an admirable series. ^^ — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attwiu, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 
^^ Mr. A tiwell has produced a book of rare value . . , . Happifyi 
is small enough to be carried about in the pocket, and of such a (0f^ 
panion it would be difficult to weary." — Pall Mall Gazettk. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections irom the Works 
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby,"&c 
** A charming little volume." — STANDARD. 

Theologia Germanica. — Which setteth forth many fair Lmca- 
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely things 
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by Dr. Pfeiffer, from the only 
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German, 
by Susanna WINK^^ orth. With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, and a Letter to the Translator by the ChevaUer 
liunsen, D.D. 
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Milton's Poetical ^Vorks.— Edited, with Notes, &c, by 
Professor Masson. Two vols. iSma 9X. 

Scottish Song, a Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. 

Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlylr 

Aitkin. 

** Afiss Ai/h'n's exquisite collection of Scottish Song is so aUnring, 
and suggests so many topics, thcU we find it difficult to lay it down. 
The book is one that should find a place in every library ^ we haa 
almost said in every pockety and the summer tourist who wishes to 
carry with him into the country a volume of genuine poetry^ will 
find it difficult to select one containing within so small a compass 
so much of rarest T^alue" — Spectator. 

Deutsche Lyrik. — The Golden Treasury of the best German 
Lyrical Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary 
Introduction. By Dr. Buchheim. 
** This collectum of German poeiry is compiled with care and con^ 

scieniiotisftess The result of his labours is satisfactory. 

Almost all the lyrics dear to English readers of German will be 
found in this little volume." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Robert Herrick. — SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL 
POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. 
** A delighiftd little book. Herrick, tlie English Catullus ^ is simply 
one of the most exquisite of poets, and his fame and memory are 
fortunate in having pound one so capable of doing honour to them 
CLs the present editor ; who contributes a charming dedication and 
a preface full of delicate and sensitive criticism to a volume than 
which one would hardly desire a choicer companion for a journey 
or for hours of ease in the country.'*^ — Daily Nbws. 

Poems of Places. — Edited by H. W. LONGFKLI.OW. England 
and Wales. Two Vols. 

** After a careful perusal we must pronounce his work an excellent 
collection. ... In this compilation we find not only a guide- 
book for future travels, but a fund of reminiscences of the past. 
To many of us it will seem like a biography of our best and 
happiest emotions. . . . For those who know not all these places 
the book will be an excellent travelling companion or guide, or may 
even stand some in good stead in place of travd." — TIMES. 

Matthew Arnold's Selected Poems. 

Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12^. 6d, 

The Story of the Christians and Moors in Spain. 

—By Charlotte M. Yonge. With a Vignette by Holman 
Hunt. 

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare. — Edited with Preface 

by the Rev. Alfred Ainger, Reader at the Temple, 
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MACMILLAN'8 GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper and hound in cloth extra, gUt 
edges f price 41. 6d, each ; in cloth plain, 3J. (ni. Also kept in a 
variety oj calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, are 

**the spirit breathed 
By dead men to their kind ; " 

and the aim of the publishers of the Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of English- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; " to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the master-minds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign literature in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study (A 
their authors, are competent to aflford every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes. 

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Edition 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever tlic 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal cirdbr 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the same time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature's 
most "finely touched" spirits, and thus help a little to 
" make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says : " Tke Globe Editions are admiraiU 
for their scholarly editing, their typographical excellence, their com' 
pendious form, and their cheapness. The British Quarterly 
Review says: ^^ In compendiousness, elegance, and scholar Hnesi, 
the Globe Editions of Messrs, Macmillan surpass any popular series 
of our classics hitherto given to the public. As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as has ever been made,^* 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M. A., and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 
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Cambridge, Editors of the "Cambridge Shakespeare." With 

Glossary. Pp. 1,075, 

The AxHENiEUM says this edition is **a marvel of beauty^ cheapness^ 

and compactness For the busy man, above all for the 

working student^ this is the best of all existing Shakespeares.** 
And the Pall Mall Gazette observes: ** To have prodtued 
the complete works of the world's grecUest poet in such a form, 
and at a price within the reach of every one, is of itself almost 
sufficient to give the publishers a claim to be considered public benC' 
factors.** 

Spenser's Complete Works. Edited from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. 

W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. 

^^ Worthy — and higher praise it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe 

Series* The work is edited with all the care so noble a poet 

deserves** — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 

and copious Notes, pp. xliil, 559. 

** We can almost sympathise with a middle-aged grumbler, who, after 
reading Mr. Palgrav^s memoir and introduction, should exclaim 
— * Why was there not such an edition of Scott when I was a school* 
boy ? * " — Guardian. 

Complete W^orks of Robert Burns. — THE POEMS, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir by Alexander Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
** Admirable in all respects.'* — Spectator. ** The cheapest, the 

most perfect, and the most interesting edition which has ever been 

published.** — Bell's Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Original Editions, with a 
Biographical Introduction by Henry Kingsley. pp. xxxi., 607. 
*^ A most excellent and in every way desirable edition.** — Court 

Circular. ** Mcumillan* s * Globe* Robinson Crusoe is a book to 

have and to keep** — Morning Star. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous Works. Edited, with 

Biographical Introduction, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

*'^ Such an admirable compendium of the facts of Goldsmith* 5 life, 
and so careful and minute a delineation of the mixed traits of his 
Peculiar character as to be a very model of a literary biography 
in little.** — Scotsman. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M.A., Fellow 
of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, and Professor of History .in 
Owens College, Manchester, pp. lil, 508. 
The Literary Churchman remarks : ** The editot^s own notes 
and introductory memoir are excellent, the memoir alone would be 
cheap and well worth buying at the price of the whole volume** 
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Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 

College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. 

*^ An admirable edition^ the result of great research and of a careful 
revision of the text. The memoir prefixed contains^ within less 
than ninety pages^ as much sound criticism and as comprehensive 
a biography as the student of Dryden need desire.^* — ^PALL Mall 
Gazette. 

Cowper's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 
Biographical Introduction, by William Benham, Vicar of 
Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen's CoU^e, 
London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. 

"Jkfr. Benham* s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographical introduction is excellent^ full of information^ 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unprinted 
mailer. Altogether the book is a very excellent one," — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte d'Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THE ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edward 
Strachey, Bart. pp. xxxvii., 509. 

"// is with perfect confidence that we recommend this edition of the ola 
romance to every class of readers, ^^ — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered faito EngUsh Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Anal3rsis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late FeUow and Tutor of Balliol Collie, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University CoU^ 
London, pp. 288. 

**y^ more complete edition of Virgil in English it is scarcely possS^ 
to conceive than the scholarly work before us, ^^ — Globe. 

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with 

Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By John 

Lonsdale^ M.A., and Samuel Lee, M.A. 

The Standard says, " To classical and non-classical readers il 

will be invaluable cu a faithful interpretation of the mind ana 

meaning of the poet, enriched as it is with notes and dissertations 

of the highest value in the way of criticism, illustration^ and 

explanation,^^ 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited with Introductions by 
Professor Masson. 

** A worthy cuidition to a valuable series,^"* — Athen^UM. 
In every way an admirable book," — Pall Mall Gazettx. 
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS 

In Crown Svo, cloth, price 6s, each Vo/ume, 



BY WILLIAM BLACK. 

A PRINCESS OF THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA; and other Tales. 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A PHAETON. 

Illustrated. 

GREEN PASTURES AND PICCADILLY. 

BY CHARLES EINGSLEY. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

"WESTWARD HO!" 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portmit. 

HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. Illustrated. 
THE OGILVIES. Illustrated. 
AGATHA'S HUSBAND. Illustrated. 
OLIVE. Illustrated. 

BY CHARLOTTE M. YONGE. 

THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations. 

HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. With Illustrations. 

THE TRIAL : More Links in the Daisy Chain. With Illus- 

trations. 

HOPES AND FEARS. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. 

MY YOUNG ALCIDES. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 2 Vols. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. 

THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. 



UAGHILLAN'S FOFULAB NOVELS— ^//^r/^^. 



BY CHARLOTTE M. YO^GE-continued. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS. 
LADY HESTER ; or, Ursula's Narrative. 
THE THREE BRIDES. 2 Vols. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. 

BY ANNIE EEARY. 
CASTLE DALY. 
OLDBURY. 
A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. 

BY GEORGE FLEMING. 

A NILE NOVEL. 

MIRAGE. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

PAULINE. By G. C. Clunes. 

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By H. Brooke. 

UNDER THE LIMES. 

CHRISTINA NORTH. 

ELSIE. By A. C. M. 

REALMAH. By the Author of " Friends in Council." 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. By C. R. Coleridge. 

OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT WORK. By Lady Augusta 
NOEL. 

A SLIP IN THE FENS. Illustrated. 

MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT. By F 
C BURNAND. 

ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellice Hopkins. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

SEBASTIAN. By Katherine Cooper. 

MACMILLAN AND CO., LONDON. 
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